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~':notes and '(i;omment .. 
B y 
Religious Liberty Week 
.,. AN organization known as "Prot-
estants and Other Americans 
United for Separation of Church 
and State" is sponsoring a "Reli-
• gious Liberty Week" beginning 
Sunday, October 28, and climax-
ing on Reformation Day, October 
3I. Their choice of these dates 
"'' seems to have been dictated by a 
mistaken notion that Martin Lu-
ther's posting of his 95 theses was 
.., a proclamation of religious liber-
ty. 
Without going into detail con-
cerning our reasons for disfavor-
" ing the attitudes and methods of 
the POAU, we think that it is 
~necessary to repeat what has been 
said so often by men who are best 
acquainted with Luther's work: 
that Luther was not a political re-
~ former or a harbinger of political 
democracy. Luther would un-
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doubtedly resist any moves by the 
Roman hierarchy to extend its in-
fluence through political means. 
He would just as strongly resist 
the attempt by many Protestants 
to lock God into the churches. 
There is a vast difference be-
tween freedom of religion and 
freedom from religion. The kind 
of religious liberty the POAU is 
advocating comes perilously close 
to freedom from religion, although 
we are well aware that that is not 
the intent of its leaders. The 
choice which it sets before us is 
a choice between Blanshard and 
Spellman. We refuse to choose. 
We are convinced that there is a 
middle way which is in keeping 
both with the ideals of American 
democracy and with the historic 
insistence of the Church that Her 
message is applicable to every mo-
ment and every activity of life. 
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vVe therefore disagree with W. 
E. Garrison who, writing in the 
Ch?-istian Century, said, "Some 
things ought to be secular, and 
some ought not. Secularity is not 
atheism or irreligion. The govern-
ment is and ought to be secular." 
That attitude, in our experience, 
has almost invariably led to a kind 
of American Shintoism, the state 
becoming its own author and 
judge of truth and morality. As 
opposed to that view, we main-
tain that there is one God and 
that He is Lord both of the things 
of Heaven and the things of earth. 
Religious liberty, for us, is then 
freedom to believe as one's con-
science dictates but it does not 
include freedom to disbelieve al-
though, for practical reasons, we 
are willing to tolerate those who 
do not believe. 
We regret, therefore, that we 
will not be able to join the POAU 
in its observance of "Religious 
Liberty Week." And we protest 
their using the Festival of the 
Reformation as an occasion for 
championing a sectarian interpre-
tation of the First Amendment. 
No Absolutes 
I F Mr. Garrison really believes that "the government is and 
ought to be secular," he must 
have been delighted by the follow-
ing statement, written by Chief 
Justice Vinson in his opinion up- '" 
holding the conviction of eleven 
high-ranking Communists: 
"Nothing is more certain in fi 
modern society than the principle ,._ 
that there arc no absolutes, that 
a name, a phrase, a standard has • 
meaning only when associated 
with the consideration which gave 
birth to the nomenclature. To 
those who would paralyze our 
Government in the face of im- .,.. 
pending threat by encasing it in 
a semantic strait-jacket, we must • 
reply that all concepts are rela-
tive." 
This is precisely what we mean 
by American Shintoism. The Chief < 
Justice, whether he realizes it or 
not, does recognize one absolute, 
the Government, and one concept 
which is not relative, the concept• 
of "The American Way of Life." 
The statement which we have 
quoted could have been lifted ~ 
bodily from Mein Kampf or from ,. 
the writings of Lenin. It is directly 
antithetical to the spirit which 
prompted the writers of the Dec-~ 
laration of Independence to justi-
fy their actions on the basis of 
absolute natural rights. 'I 
To say that there are no ab- " 
solutes is to say that honor, vir-
tue, justice, mercy, and love are' 
mere mental constructs, utilitarian 
concepts that may be set aside 
when, in a given situation, they J. 
prevent a person or a society from .. 
proceeding as it wishes to proceed. 
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• Mr. Garrison is quite right when 
he says that this kind of secular-
ism "is not atheism or irreligion." 
,. The frightening thing about it is 
, _. that it is a religion-an idolization 
of the State or of some particular 
~ political system which arrogates 
to itself the ineffable name of the 
I AM. This is precisely what Shin-
toism is. And a great many Prot-
., estant leaders are moving, little by 
~ little, farther and farther from 
Christianity toward this Shinto-
• ism. 
We don't think the Chief Jus-
tice actually meant what he said. 
If he did, he is a) not a Christian, 
~ b) not a democrat, and c) not an 
American. There was ample basis 
for restricting the Communists' 
abuse of their "rights" without 
• attacking the whole structure up-
on which the rights of our people 
are based. We hope that the Chief 
Justice will explain himself and 
correct the damage which his 
~ lapse into the Marxist dialectic 
has done to our institutions. • 
:; 
• But There Are Absolutes 
E VEN if the Chief Justice rccog-i nizes no absolutes, the people 
at large most certainly do. The 
basketball scandals and the furor 
raised by the cheating episode at 
.. West Point are proof enough of 
this. 
It is a crazy morality that de-
mands greater integrity of the 
college student than of the middle-
aged politician, that gets more 
excited about classroom cheating 
than about gangster control of 
government offices. But apparently 
that is the morality of 1951. And 
while it may not be much of a 
morality, it is better than none. 
We are, of course, pretty un-
happy about the basketball situa-
tion and about the cribbing at 
the Point. But we are not at all 
surprised. These statements of 
shock and pain that have been 
pouring out of the university ad-
ministrative offices are the prod-
ucts either of an almost incredible 
naivete or of rank hypocrisy. The 
university president clown in Okla-
homa who pleaded for a univer-
sity of which the football team 
could be proud would be con-
demned by his fellow administra-
tors not for thinking as he did but 
for saying it. 
Let's be honest with ourselves . 
These kids are our kids. Their 
morality is our morality. They 
have come out of our homes, our 
schools, and our churches. They 
worship our gods. With what 
judgment we judge them, we shall 
be judged; and with what measure 
we mete, it shall be measured to 
us again. vVhen Pilate sits in the 
Pretorium mumbling, "' Vha t is 
truth?" how can we expect teen-
agers to know? Wh en a brigadier 
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general excuses his betrayal of his 
trust by grumbling that his only 
offense was "getting caught," why 
should not a few cadets take the 
same attitude? 
We remember two lines that we 
learned somewhere back in high 
school, two lines which say every-
thing that we want to say at this 
moment: "Ill fares that land, to 
hastening ills a prey, Where wealth 
accumulates and men decay." 
What shall it profit a nation 
though it gain the whole world-
and lose its own soul? 
Postscript 
A s A postscript to the foregoing, a friend in Detroit has sent 
us a newspaper clipping reporting 
an interview with Father Charles 
E. Coughlin (remember him?) on 
the occasion of the 25th anniver-
sary of the founding of the Shrine 
of the Little Flower. 
Coughlin, as some of our readers 
will remember, was a loud-
mouthed radio demagogue who at-
tracted a fairly large number of 
supporters with his eccentric poli-
tical and economic notions several 
years ago. What does he think to-
day of his earlier activities? 
"If I had it to do over, I think 
perhaps I would not try to im-
press people with economic 
changes and political changes, but 
with ethical changes, and Christ's 
way of life." " 
Father Coughlin has gotten at 
least to the "perhaps" stage. It 
will be reassuring to certain peo- J 
ple to learn that the three parti-
4 
cipants in the University of Chi-
cago Round Table of March 18 
had no doubts of the ultimate,.. 
competence of the social sciences 
in the area of human improve-
ment. Dr. James G. Miller, chair-
man of Chicago's department of"" 
psychology, would "bring groups 
of theorists together from various w 
parts of the United States and 
from throughout the world" to 
"see if they could not develop a 
systematic theory about how hu- ,. 
man beings act which would be 
like the systematic theory that we 
find in the physical sciences .... 
And, once they had that worked• 
out in detail, they could develop a 
strategy which could be organized 
throughout the world at large, 
where the social scientists who are 
!"-
competent to do such work would 
investigate the things that make 
human beings behave and de-" 
velop certain principles like the 
principle of gravity in physics, for 
example." Dr. Henry A. Murray, 
of the Harvard Psychological • 
Clinic, and Dr. George E. Stod-
dard, president of the Universit~ 
of Illinois, seemed to be in total 
agreement with Dr. Miller. There 
was some disagreement on whether ~ 
the work should be started with • 
human beings or with rats, 
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• More About Names 
O UR remarks of several months ago about place names have 
brought a request from one of our 
~ Down East readers that we say 
something about the kind of names 
,. parents are hanging onto their off-
spring these days and since that is 
a subject which bothers us, too, 
we are happy to oblige. 
-\' The French, with Gallic logic, 
maintain in Paris a roster of male 
,. and female names from which 
parents may choose a name for 
their children. That is an extreme 
way of enforcing the rights of 
children to a decent name, and 
"" one of which we would hardly 
approve, but it has the virtue of 
preventing some of the excesses 
which obtain in our country where 
• a child may be forced to carry 
with him through life any crazy 
name that happened to occur to 
his parents at the moment of his 
.. birth. 
One's name is, after all, the 
• symbol which represents him to 
everybody but his most intimate 
relatives and friends. And names 
have connotations, so much so 
• that certain names have come to 
typify certain kinds of people. 
~ One need only stop to think what 
various connotations names such 
as Casper, Percival, Reginald, Hil-
da, Lena, or Hattie carry in the 
_. popular consciousness. Granting 
that there is nothing intrinsic in 
the name that indicates anything 
about the character of its bearer, 
there is still something that people 
associate with the name and, often, 
the bearer tends to become what 
people expect of a person with 
such a name. 
Worse still are the "cute" names, 
the names that may seem to fit 
perfectly an infant or a toddler 
but which one ordinarily does not 
associate with a grown person. 
This would include the whole 
group of diminutives such as Bil-
lie, Jimmy, Bobbie, and Willie. 
These nicknames belong properly 
within the family circle or within 
the limits of close friendship. They 
can be quite embarrassing to a 
forty-year-old business man or pro-
fessional man. 
Then there are the names which 
are definitely associated with cer-
tain ethnic groups. Everyone rec-
ognizes the incongruity of an Olaf 
O'Hara or a Francis Xavier Rosen-
baum or an Algernon Fitzhugh 
Schmidt or a Jaroslav Brown. 
The safe rule in naming a child 
would seem to be to give the child 
a name which has stood the test 
of time, which has been borne 
with honor by some previous mem-
ber of the family, and which will 
identify him without "typing" 
him. The list of such names is end-
less. To mention just a few, there 
are Edward, George, Charles, 
John, Frederick, William, Rich· 
ard, Thomas, James, Andrew, 
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Frank, Mary, Margaret, Helen, 
Louise, Anne, Elizabeth, Sarah, 
and Frances. None of these is 
likely to embarrass its holder and 
for each of them there is a dimin-
utive which can be used within 
the family if the name as it stands 
seems a bit too formal. 
Not Again 
I T IS the opinion of many of the most capable Washington re-
porters that President Truman 
has decided to seek re-election and 
that his Detroit speech was the 
opening gun in his campaign. 
We are not a partisan maga-
zine. We are, however, as con-
cerned as citizens ought to be 
about the welfare of our country 
and its institutions. It is our belief 
that the country would benefit 
from a change of administration 
and that the President could serve 
his country best by eliminating 
himself from the presidential race. 
This belief arises out of many 
considerations. In the first place, 
there is the inescapable fact that 
popular respect for government 
has hit a new low since 1948. It 
may be urged with some validity 
that this is as much the fault of 
irresponsible opposition tactics as 
it is of the administration but the 
fact remains that President Tru-
man symbolizes a kind of politics 
which good citiZens deplore. He • 
is being criticized for either not 
caring what goes on or for being 
too weak to do anything about it. 
It is one of the penalties of his ., 
office that he must accept respon-
sibility for the aberrations of his ,. 
subordinates, however honorable 
he may be personally. 
In the second place, President 
Truman is approaching an age 
which increases the hazards of im- "" 
paired health and efficiency. The 
presidency is not a job for a seven- w 
ty-year-old. And the danger is 
magnified by the propensity of 
our parties for nominating ami-
able nonentities for the vice-presi- ,.. 
dency. 
In the third place, there are 
men of presidential stature within 
the President's party, several of • 
them of perhaps greater stature 
than the President himself. The 
argument of indispensability can ,.. 
hardly, under such circumstances, • 
be considered a valid argument. 
As for the argument that the ,. 
President must seek re-election as 
a means of vindicating his policies, 
that would seem to be even less 
valid because a) any Democratic fl 
candidate would have to run on • 
the record of the Roosevelt and 
Truman administrations and b) as 6> 
recently as 1948 the American 
people demonstrated that, in a 
presidential election, the person- ,.. 
alties of the candidates are at .,. 
least as important factors in de-
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• ciding the issues as are their poli-
cies. 
In the fourth place, there is a 
psychological lift that goes with 
• a change in administration. Not 
since 1932 have the American 
• people been given the chance to 
look forward to new things under 
a new president. Perhaps that is 
just the kind of lift we need at 
this particular moment. The citi-
,.,.. zenry has become tired of its tired 
officeholders. Perhaps a reshuffling 
,.. would spark us all up a bit. 
We understand that Mrs. Tru-
man is not very happy about the 
President's decision to run again. 
.., That fact, in itself, should per-
suade the President that one does 
not have to be his enemy to hope 
that he will stay out of the race. 
• 
,. "That They All May Be One" 
'\\ '\\ TE SAID last month, in com-
,., '¥'¥ menting on the race riot in 
Cicero, that the community can-
not escape some share of the blame 
for the conduct of its extremist 
elements. We tried to make it 
" clear, however, that a minority of 
the citizens of Cicero were in-
• valved in that shameful affair and 
we refused to heap blame upon 
the whole community. 
We wonder now whether, as 
"' Christians, we have any right to 
assess any blame at all upon the 
people who participated in that 
affair. According to Time maga-
zine, one of the speakers at Val-
paraiso University's institute on 
race relations is reported to have 
told the members of the institute 
that "the Christian Church is the 
most segregated institution in the 
United States" with over go% of 
Negro Christians worshipping in 
colored churches. We have no rea-
son to doubt the accuracy of his 
charge and so we have no right 
to blame those who, taking their 
cues from the churches, insist up-
on social segregation. 
We have heard it maintained 
that the mingling of races goes 
against man's very nature, as 
though that were justification for 
the continued segregation of cer-
tain Christians. Granting for the 
sake of argument that the min-
gling of races does go against hu-
man nat1Jre, what of it? The Chris-
tian Gospel demands all sorts of 
uncomfortable things. When it de-
mands the death of the Old Adam, 
it means death. When it talks 
about cross-bearing, it means cross-
bearing. When it says "Thou shalt 
love thy neighbor as thyself," it 
means every single one of those 
uncomfortable words. 
Our Lord Jesus Christ does not 
confront any age in the guise of 
a vague gob of ectoplasm floating 
around somewhere in space or as 
some legendary hero of the distant 
past. He confronts each age in 
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the guise of its poor and hungry 
and naked and destitute and de-
spised_ Go ahead and despise the 
Negro. Inasmuch as you despise 
him, you despise your Lord. Go 
ahead and hate the kikes or the 
wops or the bohunks or the limies. 
The Great Commandment applies 
as much to the one as to the other. 
If you just can't love a black 
Christ or a yellow Christ or a 
brown Christ, don't. It's your soul. 
You have a perfect right to sell it 
for whatever you think it is worth. 
William Randolph Hearst 
O F THE dead say nothing but good." 
Like most men, William Ran-
dolph Hearst was a mixture of 
angel and devil. We are not called 
upon to speak judgment upon 
him as a man. The occasion of 
his death does, however, bring his 
role in American journalism under 
judgment and it is one of the ob-
ligations of a free press to be 
critical of the role it plays in our 
society. 
To Hearst's credit, it may be 
said that his kind of journalism 
was highly individualistic as con-
trasted to much of the pusillani-
mous journalism of our times. It 
must also be said that he con-
sciously attempted to sell his read-
ers on policies in which he him-
self deeply believed and for that • 
also we credit him. 
On the other hand, his kind of 
journalism was and is a dangerous 
thing. It was beamed to the low- A. 
est tastes of our people, it thrived 
on their nameless fears and preju- ,. 
dices, it made a merchantable com-
modity of patriotism, it screamed 
and blared and snarled with as 
little self-restraint as a bad-tem-
pered child. 
In short, Hearst's journalism 
was demagoguery. It substituted • 
emotion for thought, invective for 
argument, sensation for signifi-
cance, and prejudice for fact. His 
papers were always readable be- .. 
cause they made no demands up-
on either the intelligence or the 
better nature of their readers. 
Hearst outlived his kind of • 
journalism. The papers which to-
day bear the Hearst name have 
not, for years, borne the true ,6, 
Hearst personality. It is doubtful • 
whether it would be possible for 
a new Hearst to re-establish his~ 
kind of journalism. It would seem 
that the country, too, has out-
grown that kind of thing. ~ 
Significantly, Hearst never 
achieved his ambition to hold "' 
public office. Perhaps the people 
are wiser and more discriminat-" 
ing than they sometimes get credit 
for being. They were willing to 
buy his papers and even, perhaps, .4 
to go along with his slap-bang "" 
kind of journalism. But they were 
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(Ill not willing to put him into a 
position where he could convert 
I his ideas into policy. His obituary, 
~ which would certainly rankle one 
~ whose ambitions were as Napo· 
Ieonie as his were, must be simply: 
• "William Randolph Hearst, for 
half a century a controversial part 
of the American scene. He out-
lived his age." 
College Athletics and 
Amateur Status 
O NE of the side issues involved "" in the recent athletics scandals 
has been the matter of amateur 
status, the supposition in some 
quarters evidently being that there 
• is something intrinsically good 
about the amateur and something 
intrinsically cheap about the pro-
fessional. 
._ There is, of course, something 
good about "playing the game for 
.,..the love of the playing" and tack-
ling one's heart out for pure love 
of alma mater. But it would seem 
to us no less good to give an 
• honest afternoon's playing for an 
honest afternoon's pay. After all, 
~ you know and we know and every 
little shoe-shine boy knows that 
the colleges and universities do 
not present sports events as public-
service features, so why shouldn't 
"' the chaps who do the heavy work 
get a cut of the gate? 
This worship of the amateur 
carries over into all sorts of strange 
areas. Let the Reverend Mr. Good-
friend exhort his flock on Sunday 
morning to dwell peaceably with 
all men and he will find his sheep 
falling asleep in his pews. But let 
Congressman G. Fillmore Gump 
say exactly the same thing on a 
"Washington Cloakroom" pro-
gram and he gets credit for being 
the most Christian statesman since 
John Calvin. And, of course, every 
doctor knows that one's Aunt Mary 
is a vastly more capable diagnosti-
cian than the president of the 
American Medical Association. 
Perhaps this idolization of the 
amateur arises out of our whole 
historical background. The vast 
area of our country forced our 
people to become handymen, tink-
erers. Pioneers and homesteaders 
did not have unlimited time to 
spend on any one job. The situa-
tion demanded men who could 
do a fair job on all sorts of things . 
As a result, we never quite ac-
cepted the professional attitude of 
the craftsman toward his work. 
We glorified the versatile man, 
the Jack-of-all-trades. 
But when the idolization of the 
amateur runs into our idolization 
of money, it is not surprising that 
a pretty sad situation develops. 
The love of money can be as 
strong in a ripply-muscled youth 
as in a cadaverous old broker and 
even the amateur ideal sometimes 
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loses out when it is set against the 
possibility of making a few dol-
lars. Would the acceptance of an 
outright professionalism of col-
lege athletics be any more shame-
ful than the subterfuges by which 
amateur standing is being main-
tained today? 
W elcome-Bienvenue 
O UR Canadian readers will, this month, be welcoming their fu-
ture sovereign and her husband, 
the Princess Elizabeth and the 
Duke of Edinburgh. Since the 
royal couple will also be visiting 
briefly in our own capital, we feel 
entitled to add our own welcome 
to the many that they will receive 
on the northern side of our friend-
ly border. 
It is hard for Americans to 
understand the relation of subject 
to sovereign. A century and a half 
of republican institutions stand in 
the way of such an understanding. 
But it is a relation which provides 
an outlet for many human needs 
-the need to feel that one is part 
of a larger family, that within 
that family he has a recognized 
status, that in the human beings 
who are the heads of the family 
he sees himself and his own im-
mediate family somehow repre-
sented and perhaps idealized. 
Therein, it would seem, lies the 
strength of the British monarchy. 
As its actual powers have disap-
peared its symbolical content has 
increased. Buckingham Palace has 
become the first home of the Brit- 4 
ish Commonwealth, the King a 
type of the British husband and ,. 
father, and the Queen a type of 
the British wife and mother. 
What frequently irks Americans 
is the ceremonial which surrounds "(-
the monarchy. In form it still sug-
gests some kind of royal absolut- ,. 
ism. In actuality, though, it is the 
Englishman's way of paying his 
respects to himself. For as the 
King symbolizes the Englishman, 
• so the homage that is accorded to 
him displays the respect which the 
Englishman feels toward himself. 
It is not to George VI that the ... 
Englishman bows, but to himself 
and to "the Englishman" whom 
George VI symbolizes. • 
The Princess Elizabeth will be 
welcomed in Canada as the sym- ;. 
bol of a family which has its mem-
bers in every part of the world ~ 
and which has numbered among 
its members some of the most 
gallant and heroic men and wom-
en who ever lived. She will re- .. 
mind Canadians of the heritage 
which they share with scores of " 
kindreds and tongues. And some-
how it will seem most fitting that 
all of this grandeur and majesty ,~ 
should be symbolized by a charm-
ing young lady who is, first of all, ~ 
a devoted wife and a good mother. 
The PILGRIM 
"All the t?·umpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
BY 0. P. KRETZMANN 
EtCetera 
,.. A FEW brief notes at the end of 
a long and strange summer. 
. . . I am writing this several 
hundred miles north of my usual 
haunts, surrounded by pines, with 
a small lake about thirty feet 
north of my chair .... It has been 
raining intermittently for more 
.._ than seventy-two hours, and the 
sky is still like dull lead .... Cold 
water, very cold, drips with mad-
dening monotony from the eaves, 
and there is a small tear of rain 
-"' at the end of each pine needle. 
... (All this, by the way, again 
"' demonstrates the law of nature 
that an excess of anything is bad 
in -every way .... Surely there is 
nothing more kind and soothing 
t than the dripping of rain from 
low eaves-for about the space of 
_. twenty-four hours .... After that, 
the law of excess sets in and one 
would rather hear, at least for an 
hour, the rumble of a Chicago 
streetcar. . . . ) 
Such days, however, whatever 
their faults and virtues, are made 
l l 
for meditation-almost as much 
as a still winter night ... made 
for the long, meandering thought 
that turns back upon itself when 
there is a change in the tempo of 
the rain ... for the slow, upward 
dragging of a tired and relucfant 
mind ... for, at last, some con-
versation with God against the 
obbligato of His creation .... The 
conversation is simple because 
there are few books in the neigh-
borhood, and one is surrounded 
by elemental things-the rain, the 
trees, the wet and waiting earth . 
. . . But it is a good time to talk 
because, if the conversation lags, 
one can always return to it after 
the passing of those inevitable mo-
ments when the mind is led astray 
by a sudden new noise or a way-
ward turn in the path of thought. 
. . . And then too there is the 
long patience of a God Who 
knows that all His children speak 
only haltingly and that He must 
often wait a very long time before 
they can say what they really feel. 
... Often they do not even know 
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themselves .... That is one of the 
paradoxes of speech with God ... 
of prayer ... the speaker knows 
less than He ·who hears before 
the words are formed and the 
scattered thoughts arrange them-
selves for their flight to their last 
home .... 
All this is very good for some-
one-anyone-who has touched the 
world at too many places .... And 
so I look out over the lake and 
hear good and eternal sounds in 
the whisper of the wind and the 
manner of the rain .... They have 
been sent to this spot in the Uni-
verse, at this moment, to give me 
pause and thought and peace .... 
Is that presumptuous? ... No 
more, I believe, than the convic-
tion that the chipmunk, which is 
surveying his world from the top 
of the woodpile, has his own, 
special, beloved place in the scheme 
of things from which he cannot 
fall without some repercussions in 
heaven .... And he is lower than 
I, by the measure of a Cross and 
a Man who assumed my image 
in order to make it possible for 
me, these many years later, to have 
His voice in the rain and His 
wonder in the sky and sea .... 
And it is this supreme kindness 
which alone can be sustaining and 
lifting on the days when rain and 
leaden skies are also in the heart 
and soul. ... We have been loved, 
hard and personally, and some 
echo of it must now go back, in 
• whisper or in act, to Him Who 
loved us like that. 
• • • 
Turning downward .... These 
long summer days of rain are, """ 
of course, also made for reading. 
. . . I have learned now not to " 
take many books on a journey ... 
perhaps just one, at most two. 
... In addition, however, the mail 
every third day brings the maga- -+ 
zines, journals, papers which seem 
to be necessary if one wishes to ~ 
stay abreast of the world of thought 
and opinion .... I have long since, 
by the way, learned also to reduce 
the task of staying abreast of the 
world of events to an irreducible 
minimum .... For the long years 
ahead it is more important now 
to know what some people are ,. 
saying and thinking rather than 
what the newspapers report they 
are doing .... That can be gath-
ered, normally, in a brief glance 
at the headlines. . . . But what • 
they are thinking now at high 
noon of the twentieth century, .., 
after decades of incredible pain 
and stupidity-that it seems to me 
is significant .... 
And there can be no doubt that • 
there are stirrings of new things in 
our spiritual and intellectual eli- I. 
mate ... like a high, clear wind 
heard in pines at some distance 
. . . it carries the voices of men 
and women within the Church 
and beyond its walls .... They are 
more agreed now on the diagnosis 
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of our sickness than they have 
been for centuries .... The reme-
dies suggested are often only aspi-
rin and mild sedatives instead of 
• the major operations of the living 
God, but we have at least pro-
• gressed to the point where we 
know that there is no health in 
us .... 
In this return to spiritual and 
intellectual honesty there are, of 
course, a few laggards who are 
• turning back toward Sodom and 
have almost become the usual pil-
lars of salt. . . . They are the last 
and lonely spokesmen of the old 
liberalism now so pitifully repre-
sented by our liberal weeklies .... 
Once powerful and urgent voices 
they are now fighting shadows 
~ and windmills and living off the 
crumbs of their past nobility .... 
I would not even mention them 
here if it were not a sad fact that 
an occasional member of the 
younger generation still feels that 
there is hope and life in these 
... 
.,. voices from an age that is dead. 
... It is much too late for secular 
liberalism to say anything valid 
and valuable to our world . ... 
• • • 
And . . . I brought two books 
_. along on this journey. . . . One 
does not matter here. . . . The 
other is Victor Gollancz' Man 
and God, a remarkable anthology 
of "passages chosen and arranged 
to express a mood about God and 
man." ... Of course, no anthology 
is perfect and this one, too, has 
many faults. . . . The compiler's 
Hebraic background is mirrored 
in the disproportionate amount of 
space given to aphorisms from the 
great rabbis, brilliant as many of 
these are .... Amazingly, there 
are no quotations from Luther or 
Calvin, not to mention many lesser 
lights of the Protestant movement 
on the continent. . . . So many 
wise and great men have said so 
many wise and great things about 
God that the searching out of 
gems is a rewarding task. . . . A 
few brief sentences which per-
suaded me to drop the book and 
look at the pines-and my soul-
for a few moments .... 
From Thomas Fuller: "Lord, I 
perceive my soul deeply guilty of 
envy .... I had rather thy work 
were undone than done better by 
another than by myself! Dispossess 
me, Lord, of this bad spirit and 
turn my envy into holy emulation; 
. .. Yea, make other men's gifts 
to be mine, by making me thank· 
ful to thee for them. . . . " 
Bossurt: "I am, in God's hand 
my own master." 
Rabbi Nahman: "Others gain 
authority over you if you possess 
a will distinct from God's will." 
Dean Inge: "Christianity prom-
ises to make men free; it never 




By \1\TILLIAM H. BAAR 
N IETZSCHE characterized the Ref-ormation as the "peasants re-
volt" of the human spirit. He said 
that Luther ruined a culture that 
he had no capacity to appreciate. 
He was hostile to and prevented 
anything like a true German 
"Renaissance." Even Harnack 
thought that Luther failed to ab-
sorb the cultural elements of his 
age. Denifle calls the "revolt" the 
great "sewer," and Grisar charac-
terizes the movement as "destruc-
tively subjectivistic." Charles 
Beard thought that the Reforma-
tion had little interest in the ob· 
jective. Hume said that the re· 
formers exalted theology but neg-
lected more refined poetic in-
terests. Goethe early in his life, 
said that the Reformation had 
driven quiet culture back, but he 
seems to have changed his mind 
later on. 
It is difficult to see how such a 
one-sided interpretation of the 
Reformation could be so widely 
held. There were elements of sub-
jectivism, a stubborn, low class 
resistance to authority, and a • 
thoughtless iconoclasm, but to 
magnify these elements seems fool-
ish and disproportionate. Hegel 
reverses this judgment when he ... 
speaks of the Reformation as the 
"sunrise" and the Renaissance as 
the "dawn" of the human spirit. 
Other historians think of the 'f. 
Reformation simply as the reli-
gious form of the Renaissance. 
This seems to be an extreme em-
phasis on the other side. 
It would seem that a balanced 
picture of the Reformation would ..; 
present it, certainly, as something 
other than a part of the Renais-
sance and, yet, as a movement 
that was not hostile to the con· 
structive elements at work within 
the Renaissance. Dilthey shows 
that in the Reformation there 4 
flowed some of the same energy 
and interest exemplified in other 
contemporary movements. 
To illustrate this point of view, 
the arts of the time of the Refor-
... 
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• mation show a certain community 
of interest between Renaissance 
and Reformation. 
It is interesting to note that 
Raphael was born in the same 
year as Luther. They both grew 
up within a decaying Catholicism. 
Both were artists and perhaps 
even "mystics" of a sort. When 
the crude religion of the day failed 
them, they both found something 
better and more immediate. Raph-
ael found himself in the mys-
• tical-aesthetic; Luther found him-
self in the experience of faith . 
For Luther it was the existential 
truth; for Raphael it was the mys-
tically beautiful. Both were con-
cerned with an "essence" that was 
other than institutional. Luther 
translated the Bible into the ver-
~ nacular; Raphael translated it into 
the universal language of sense. 
Here was an artist asserting the 
right of a layman with skill and 
insight to interpret Scripture. 
Raphael made difficult dogmas 
.- easier for the people to under-
stand, and with seeming irony, he 
became an ally of the papacy. Yet, 
was not the mystical-aesthetic an 
alternative to the Roman Church 
for Raphael? Certainly with him 
the aesthetic placed itself along-
side of the religious as a way into 
reality, and there was something 
direct in the approach. However, 
when art discovers a new way, it 
usually takes that way quietly. Art 
does not start revolutions. There 
is an element of escape in it, an 
element of appreciation rather 
than revolution. In this, art is like 
mysticism which accommodates it-
self to external circumstance 
through a careless oblivion. Thus 
it is that the Renaissance could be-
come the ally of the Papacy, even 
while at heart it had its own kind 
of radicalism. The danger of this 
quiet, mystical, escapistic reaction 
to the decay of vital religion, is 
seen in the followers of Raphael, 
in whom the mystical element 
drops out, and the sensuous one is 
given more prominence, and we 
have the art of Andrea del Sarto 
and Correggio. Perhaps this is an 
overstatement of the ~ase, but all 
that needs to be said here is that 
Raphael, like Luther, was not 
spiritually satisfied by the religion 
of his day, and that he, although 
quietly, found his own alternative 
in something purer, more imme-
diate, and more direct. 
An artist with more of a "gos-
pel" was Leonardo da Vinci, also 
a contemporary of Luther. Leon-
ardo exalted the wonder of the 
natural world. He looked deeply 
into nature, as if it were as re-
ligious a substance as supernature. 
For him there were no categories 
of "sacred" and "profane." Life 
in the world under the sun and 
the stars was a mysterious and 
holy thing. Above all, he was in-
terested in the souls of individual 
men. The real personality, the 
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struggle of good and evil, the 
secret strength and weakness-
these things become the subject 
of his portraits. 
When da Vinci painted the 
"Last Supper," he was not glori-
fying the Eucharist, nor was he 
copying a monastic meal. Peter 
has no three-tiered tiara. This pic-
ture is a character study of men 
who have been confronted with 
the fact of the crucifixion. Each 
face expresses a reaction. When 
da Vinci painted the "Adoration 
of the Magi," he made it almost 
a criticism of Christianity itself. 
This interest in individual per-
sonality and the things going on 
in men's minds had its parallel in 
the Reformation. 
The Renaissance interest in in-
dividuality and character is seen 
in its emphasis upon portraiture. 
The portraits show keen judg-
ment of their subjects, too. Raph-
ael's "Leo X" and his two Car-
dinals show a keen, analytical 
spirit and a critical temper. He 
was painting men, not Holy Fa-
thers whom he was bound to rev-
erence. Further, what is often re-
ferred to as the Renaissance 
"secularization" of art wherein 
the saints are no longer presented 
as emaciated monks but as fine 
youths, grew out of an affirmation 
of the fundamental goodness of 
health, normality and physical 
beauty. There was no special vir-
tue in starvation. The new appre-
ciation of the human body was 
also an affirmation of the normal 
and healthy. 
The most wonderful affirmation 
of the beauty of athletic power 
and strength is in the work of 
Michelangelo, born eight years be-
fore Luther. Here is not just ath-
letic power, but the strength of 
one who has been liberated 
through struggle. It is the strength 
.. 
of one who has triumphed over 
circumstance. Michelangelo's 
"Moses" is a tremendous man, • 
full of passion. One thinks of Lu-
ther's freedom of the Christian 
man as related to these men who 
have been filled with such power 
and are lords over all, yet minis-
tering to all, like Moses and David. 
Michelangelo's men always seem 
to be men who have been liberated " 
from great bondage, but who at 
the same time have accepted great 
responsibility. 
Then, in Michelangelo's "Last 
Judgment," the emphasis seems 
to be on damnation, and it is .. 
Jesus Christ who says, "Depart 
from mel" Did Michelangelo know 
the torment of the "Regenbogen 
Christ" even as did the young 
Luther? Even Mary is trembling 
at this judgment. What about 
Michelangelo? ~ 
The Northern countries pro-
duced nothing comparable to 
these Italian works, except for the 
portraits of Holbein and Diirer. 
We learn much about Erasmus 
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from Holbein's painting. Diirer 
was like da Vinci in that he was 
interested in so many things. 
Diirer further exploited the new 
arts of etching and wood-engrav-
ing. Art came into the homes of 
the people. The Renaissance had 
its democratic side as did the 
Reformation. The homes of the 
common people took on a bit 
more beauty. 
Diirer drew Christ as the "babe 
in the lap of the Virgin." As Lu-
ther brought Mary, Joseph, and 
Jesus very close to the Thuringian 
peasant in his preaching, so Diirer 
related the life of Christ to con-
temporary German life in his 
drawings. In Durer's paintings, 
the people thought they saw the 
aspirations of the German people. 
St. Jerome is a prophecy of Lu-
ther. In cartoon and even in gro-
tesque caricature, Renaissance and 
Reformation joined forces in Ger-
many. 
Thus, we see the Renaissance 
and the Reformation as move-
ments that involved some of the 
same cataclysmic ferment, some of 
the same dissatisfaction, some of 
the same affirmations of normal, 
human living. As movements, they 
were related; at times they paral-
leled each other. It is certainly 
wrong to say that they were iden-
tical. On the other hand, it is also 
wrong to conclude that they were 
opposing forces. 
The Renaissance was a tremen-
dous movement. Sometimes it 
seemed associated with the forces 
against which Luther was revolt-
ing. In the art of the Venetians, 
like Tintoretto and Titian, one 
sees life more as a banquet than 
as a wonder. Art is ours, let us 
enjoy it! In the Cathedral of St. 
Peter's in Rome, we have one of 
the world's largest but also one 
of the world's most badly propor-
tioned buildings. As the papacy 
declined, it acquired greater pre-
tensions, and built larger but less 
inspiring buildings. Church archi-
tecture declined, as faith declined. 
Luther resisted this decay and 
many forces in the Renaissance, as 
we have seen, paralleled his effort. 
When Church architecture de-
clined, home architecture and 
furniture enjoyed great progress. 
The Renaissance thus became 
many-sided, having its material as 
well as its spiritual aspects. As 
with Luther, the Renaissance even 
had its own disillusionment with 
reason. 
Concerning Luther's personal 
attitude, he did not often mention 
painting. He did say that he had 
to picture the crucifixion to think 
of it vividly. He appreciated the 
pictorial. He wanted the plastic 
arts encouraged. He was most fond 
of music. He especially liked the 
new polyphonic masses. On the 
whole, it seems grossly unfair and 
largely unwarranted to present 
Luther as a man who was un-
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appreciative of the arts and un-
influenced by the good forces at 
work within the Renaissan~e. In 
Luther's own time and place, art 
became the handmaid of a strong, 
free, joyful and dynamic faith. 
Call it Renaissance, Reformation, • 
or the last flowering of Medieval 
Catholicism, but be certain of this, 
that the age of Luther like Luther 
himself was not without the love 
.... 'tl of beauty. .. 
The West is not a unified ideology but an immense 
diversity of ideas and beliefs, traditions and techniques. 
If our civilization should fail , or fall into the trap of 
which it was forewarned in George Orwell 's I984, of 
becoming totalitarian through its failure to find a unify-
ing faith, historians of the future may find that the 
tragedy of democracy was a failure of communication-
or, rather, of intercommunication. The failure of the 
scientist to make clear the change in the attitude of 
science which has taken place of recent years, and of 
workers in specialized branches of knowledge to under-
stand the significance of one another's contributions to 
a whole civilization; the failure of politicians to keep 
abreast of the immense advances in technical develop-
ment which make it possible for the West, given the 
political framework, to deal with what now seem in-
soluble problems; the failure of literature to create a 
synthesis of modern knowledge and experience of the 
world, with tradition; and the failure on all sides to 
make it clear to a vast literate but half-educated public 
that the diversity of the West has more to offer the 
people of the world than the monolithic bureaucracies 
of the East. 
-From "Ideologies and Idea Systems," an article in the 
London Times Literary Supplement o£ August 24, 1951 
+ 
... 
A sho1·t stoTy designed to illustmte how 
the woTld can mahe inTOads into the chuTch. 
Any Tesemblance to actual persons OT events 
is not entiTely coincidental. 
~ World or Church? 
By DAVID PREISINGER 
E VERY Monday morning it was the Pastor's custom to recline 
in his Morris chair, within the 
confines of his book-lined, knotty-
pine study. He had been in the 
ministry for forty-four years, and 
in all that time he had never 
missed a Monday morning in his 
~ Morris chair, except for the time 
he had briefly taken up golf. On 
the Monday morning following 
that attempt, he had returned to 
his Morris chair. 
Again it was Monday morning; 
._ again the Pastor reclined in his 
Morris chair, puffing on his pipe. 
The study door was locked; he 
was meditating, and no one dared 
to disturb him. The events of a 
busy Sunday flitted idly through 
his mind. 
• • • 
The Pastor came to church early 
this morning, for it was Reforma-
tion Sunday. He paused before en-
tering the massive Gothic door of 
his church and allowed himself to 
indulge in a few moments of satis-
fied reflection. Old Trinity Church 
still looked pretty good to him, 
although it was almost fifty years 
old. It was a fine old landmark 
in a rapidly deteriorating neigh-
borhood. It drew its members 
from the wealthiest suburban areas 
of the City. Old Trinity was rich 
in tradition as well as in financial 
assets. Although the immediate 
neighborhood had taken on a de-
cidedly foreign flavor, not to say 
color, the Pastor was proud to 
think that his membership had 
always consisted of the better class 
of people. 
The bell for early mass in the 
Catholic church on the next block 
aroused him from his reverie. The 
Pastor anathematized the Papists 
piously and entered his church 
office. There was still work to be 
done in preparation for the morn-
ing service. On his desk lay the 
Reformation sermon which the 
Synod had kindly - printed and 
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sent out to its clergy. There was 
memory work to be done. 
It was five minutes before serv-
ice time. The faithful ushers 
bustled about, seating the wor-
shipers in their favorite pews, 
pausing from time to time to ad-
just the carnations in their button 
holes. They were tactful and 
diplomatic, those faithful ushers, 
and the Pastor was proud of them. 
They knew their customers; they 
were especially clever with stran-
gers. They exercised prudent re-
serve until they could ascertain 
the social status of the newcomer; 
and they were accomplished ap-
praisers who could judge a man's 
income bracket by the cut of his 
clothes or the shape of his nose. 
They had a particularly sly meth-
od for disposing of the undesirable 
neighborhood characters who fre-
quently sought admission to the 
Sunday services. Each usher was 
supplied with a little stack of 
neatly printed cards; these cards 
informed the presumptuous per-
son of the address of St. Philip's 
Church. 
The service began with a flam-
boyant burst of full organ that 
fairly took the breath away. Oh, 
that man could play! Suddenly he 
resolved into the plaintive vox 
humana, executing an intricate 
melody that tugged at the heart-
strings of the most hardheaded 
business man in that auditorium. 
Then they all stood up bravel y 
to sing the Battle H ymn of the 
Reformation, and they fancied 
that the Lord must surely be 
pleased with their lusty rendition. 
But by the time they reached the 
words, "And take they our life, 
Goods, fame, child, and wife, Let 
these all be gone," interest had 
flagged slightly, and they all 
looked forward to sitting down 
again. The lengthy Gloria in Ex-
celsis did not help much to revive 
them, but a spirited anthem by 
the choir rendered between the 
Scripture readings brought the 
worshippers back once more to a 
jovial mood. And the sermon was 
a histrionic masterpiece! In ring-
ing tones the Pastor denounced 
everything that smacked of popery, 
and all the people were filled with 
a glow of satisfaction. After the 
sermon the offering was lifted to 
the accompaniment of an organ 
fanfare. The Schultzes, who 
scorned envelopes because they 
were too modest to parade their 
contributions before the eyes of 
the treasurer, dropped their dol-
lar bills into the plate with a 
grand flourish. Then two faithful 
ushers brought the monies to the 
altar of the Lord and stood there 
at attention while the congrega-
tion thanked Him for their own 
generosity. They heard the bene-
diction as in a dream, while 
visions of roast beef danced in 
their heads. 
But there was one more ordeal 
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before dinner-the Reading· of the 
Announcements. The Pastor 
stepped before his congregation; 
and switching from his pulpit tone 
to his bedside manner, he began: 
1. Tomorrow evening, Monday, 
at 8 p.m., the Young People's 
Society will present a hilari-
ous three-act comedy entitled, 
'The Old Maids' Prohibition 
Movement.' All members are 
cordially invited to attend and 
bring their friends. And don't 
forget to bring your purses 
along for a free will offering. 
This worthy project is being 
presented by the Y. P. S. to 
the glory of God and to paint 
the church." 
(The Pastor was to be stage * manager and prompter; the Pas-
tor's wife was to be in charge of 
makeup; together they would 
sweat it out as laborers in the 
vineyard.) 
"2. On Tuesday afternoon the 
Ladies' Aid Society will meet 
to make final arrangements 
for their supper and sale on 
Thursday evening of this week. 
Proceeds will go for new car-
peting in the church audi-
torium. I would like to take 
this opportunity to commend 
our good ladies for the splen-
did work they have been doing 
for the church." 
(The Pastor was to be toast-
master at the Thursday night sup-
per; fortunately he had the latest 
publication, jokes for All Occa-
sions.) 
"3. On Wednesday evening the 
Men's Club meets in the 
Church Bowling Alleys for a 
tournament match against St. 
Peter's Team. Men, this match 
decides the winner of the 
trophy, so come out and do or 
die for Old Trinity-we want 
a victory." 
(The Pastor was a bowler too; 
he had the lowest average and the 
highest handicap, but he believed 
it was wholesome and salutary to 
engage in Christian Fellowship at 
least once a week.) 
"4. Choir rehearsal on Friday eve-
ning at 8 o'clock sharp. All 
members are urged to attend, 
as the choir will practise their 
special number for the Talent 
Festival next week." 
(This one drew scattered "oohs" 
and "aahs" from the audience.) 
"5. I would like to remind you 
ladies who are members of 
Committee No. 3 that it is 
your turn to visit the sick 
people of the congregation this 
week." 
(This one drew scattered 
groans.) 
Then the pastor stood at the 
door, beaming, to greet his flock. 
There was nothing too unusual 
about the greetings this morning, 
except perhaps that many parish-
ioners felt constrained to compli-
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ment the Pastor on his fine ser-
mon; and they were especially 
pleased at the summary manner 
in which he had "slammed those 
dirty Catholics." Mrs. Schmidt, 
one of the most active members 
of Old Trinity, ran true to her 
fine form as she handed the Pas-
tor a little slip of paper with a 
name and address on it. "Oh, Pas-
tor, these people live in the apart-
ment right next to ours. I got their 
name from their mail box. I just 
know they don't go to church any-
where, because I happened to look 
through their window this morn-
ing-accidentally of course-and I 
saw that man in overalls and an 
undershirt. I think you ought to 
call on them, Pastor, and get them 
to come to church." Good old Mrs. 
Schmidt, thought the Pastor, cer-
tainly one of our best mission-
aries! "Thank you, Mrs. Schmidt," 
said the Pastor aloud, "and may 
the Lord bless you for this good 
work." 
He greeted them all and sent 
them off safely to their Sunday 
dinners. When he returned to the 
church office to hang up his robe, 
he noticed that someone had left 
a large package on the desk. He 
opened it curiously and found to 
his delight that it contained the 
publicity folders for the Christ-
mas Membership Drive. And they 
were beautiful! The Pastor con-
gratulated himself on his success 
in getting that young public re-
lations man into his adult con-
firmation class, for he had con-
sented to design these lovely fold-
ers free of charge. The Pastor 
opened one of them and read the 
deathless prose (he had composed 
the text himself, in consultation 
with the public relations man) : 
"A warm welcome awaits you 
at Old Trinity Church. You may 
have noticed this 'comfortable' old 
church at the corner of 18th and 
Chestnut. You'll find it just as 
colorful and cheery inside . . . 
a homey sort of place where there 
is always a lot of activity. The 
people who gather here are friend-
ly, hard-working folks who take 
their religion seriously and get a 
great deal of comfort from it. 
They also have a lot of fun at 
frequent sociable get- togethers. 
And they try to prepare their 
children for full and happy living 
by teaching them to combine sin-
cere Christian faith and the en-
joyment of wholesome recreations. 
"If you and your family would 
en joy meeting neighbors like these, 
why not get started soon? Main 
Service next Sunday morning be· 
gins at 1 1 o'clock. You'll be more 
than welcome! 
"The Pastor" 
The Pastor meditated until a 
timid knock on the study door 
summoned him to lunch. He ate 
with good appetite, for he was at 
peace with man and God. 
• 
.. 
uBecause VIe Have 
Heard Him Ourselves'' 
By BERNHARD KURZWEG 
L UTHER's Reformation redis-covered many of the great 
truths which, over the centuries, 
the Church had forgotten. But 
surely none of these rediscovered 
truths holds more meaning for the 
twentieth century than the redis-
covery of the freedom of the Chris-
tian man, as a man. 
This truth stands in direct con-
tradiction to the thesis, both of 
Fascism and Red Communism, 
that the individual, for the good 
of society, must lose his individ-
ualism, that his desires and his 
emotions must conform to the 
ideology of the party. But it stands 
in equally direct contradiction to 
the daily increasing pressure to 
conform which characterizes our 
own society here in the United 
States. 
It is indeed true that our coun-
try is a land of relative freedom, 
a land where the expression of 
opinion is not restricted by law, 
a land where there are no legal 
restrictions upon the freedom of 
the individual to be different. But 
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despite the lack of legal restric-
tions we Americans are extreme 
conformists. We are gullible, sus-
ceptible to propaganda of every 
description. We purchase cigar-
ettes, automobiles, breakfast foods, 
tonics, and endless other articles 
merely because so-called "impor-
tant" or "glamourous" people have 
endorsed them. We would rather 
conform than confirm. 
We don't even decide whether 
a given piece of literature is 
"good" or "bad" until someone 
has told us that it is good or bad. 
We attend a concert and withhold 
judgment until we read the critics 
in the next morning's paper. We 
listen to a presidential speech and 
wait to see what Kaltenborn or 
Lippman has to say about it. With 
all the freedom in the world, we 
prefer to let others do our think-
ing for us. 
It would appear, as Ortega y 
Gasset has put it in The Revolt 
of the Masses, that our society is 
being taken over by the indifferent 
and unthinking masses, by men 
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who hold no opinions except those 
that have been pumped into them 
from the outside. The same writer 
suggests that the modern mass-
roan is in a state of unemploy-
ment, knowing neither why he is 
here nor where he is going. Ap· 
parently he has no mission, unless 
it be to make money. 
We might go even farther and 
say that this indifference and blind 
conformity is affecting not only 
our culture but our religion as 
well. Christianity, and more es-
pecially Protestant Christianity, 
needs more thinking people. It 
needs people who understand its 
true meaning. It needs people who 
understand its true mission. For 
Protestant Christianity postulates 
no all-wise, all-powerful hierarchy 
to supply the answers. It requires 
that the answers come from the 
heart of the consecrated individ-
ual, illumined by the Word. 
Because so many Protestant 
Christians are either unable or 
unwilling to discharge the great 
responsibility which accompanies 
their great freedom, the Church 
today is in very real danger of 
becoming a social institution in 
which the function of religion is 
merely the promotion of social 
stability. The times demand that 
we begin to evaluate and re-
evaluate the relationship that ex-
ists between the Church and cul-
ture. 
This is obviously a task of rna-
jor proportions. As a preliminary, 
however, it might be well to re-
emphasize that Christianity must 
never be defined merely in terms 
of culture. Christianity is much 
more than a cultural design for 
living or a potential guide for the 
behavior of men. Christianity is 
only incidentally concerned with 
societies and cultures. It is above 
all else concerned with individ-
uals-with men and women as in-
dividual men and women. 
The New Testament story of 
Jesus and the Samaritan harlot il-
lustrates very well the fundamen-
tally personal element in Chris-
tianity. The woman, you will re-
member, had reported to her 
townspeople how the Stranger at 
the well had told her everything 
that she had ever done and they 
had come out to investigate for 
themselves. And after they had 
seen Him and talked to Him, they 
spoke the words which sum up 
perhaps better than anything that 
has ever been written the radical 
nature of Christian faith: "We 
believe not because of thy saying, 
• 
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but because we have heard Him 
ourselves." "Not because of thy 
saying" . .. "We have heard Him 1 
ourselves." 
Time after time in the history '-
of the Church, the understanding 
of the intensely personal relation 
between the individual believer 
and his Lord has grown dim or " 
disappeared. And this charge must 
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be laid, not only against Rome, 
but against Protestant denomina-
tions as well. For is it not true 
that the Protestant denominations 
have also, too often, been more 
concerned with retaining their 
identity than with being Chris-
tian? Have not many of them 
been more concerned with pre-
serving a national heritage than 
with undergirding the faith of 
·their members as individuals? 
Even today, there is a tendency 
in Protestant churches to equate 
the Christian faith with a per-
functory know ledge of the doc-
trines and catechisms of the de-
nominations. Religion, defined in 
terms of preaching or other formal-
ized activities, has been left to the 
pastors because, after all, "they 
are getting paid for it." Steward-
ship has become largely a matter 
of stuffing folding money into en-
velopes and the pastors have en-
couraged it largely by making sure 
that the annual packet contains an 
envelope not only for every Sun-
day but for all of the major and 
minor festivals of the church year. 
All of this is, of course, window-
dressing, if it is even that. It has 
little or nothing to do with faith. 
"We believe, not because of thy 
saying; for we have heard Him 
ourselves, and know that this is 
indeed the Christ, the Savior of 
the world." 
The old adage that "Knowledge 
is Power" is a half-truth. It would 
be more accurate to say that 
"Knowledge is Potential Power." 
Knowledge of the doctrines and 
catechisms of one's denomination 
becomes a power only when it is 
rightly informed and effectively 
employed. Knowledge becomes 
power when it becomes wisdom. 
It is not true that the man who 
possesses much knowledge is wise. 
Wisdom is more than knowledge. 
As an example, the discovery of 
atomic power required knowledge, 
a comprehension of principles and 
facts and endless figures. The suc-
cessful control of atomic power 
will require wisdom, much wis-
dom, perhaps more wisdom than 
mankind possesses or can possess. 
Similarly, knowing Christ effec-
tively is more than a memoriza-
tion of formulated doctrines and 
historical confessions, valuable as 
these may be as tools. Knowing 
Christ involves more . than a mere 
piety which expresses itself in 
moral living and regular attend-
ance at church. Knowing Christ 
means finding Him for oneself, 
believing not because of the say-
ing of any other person or of any 
group of people but because of 
one's own experience of Him-
because "we have heard Him our-
selves." 
It should be the business of the 
Church and of all of its agencies 
to train people to think for them-
selves, to integrate intelligently 
their Christianity into their daily 
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lives and into the culture of their 
times. There is a certain sense in 
which it is accurate to speak of a 
"blind faith" but such a faith does 
not know Christ blindly. It knows 
Him intelligently, effectively, per-
sonally. It takes an intelligent, ef-
fective, and personal faith to make 
men truly wise. 
Such a faith has "power"-the 
power to make us wise unto salva-
tion. And this salvation is not 
some beatific condition in the far-
distant future but a radical trans-
formation which begins at the 
very moment when the Holy Spirit 
takes hold of us, reshapes our 
thinking, and makes us individual 
men and women who know why 
we are here, where we came from, 
and where we are going. 
Such a faith puts meaning into 
life. It raises men and women 
above the level of the herd, it 
takes them out of the mass and 
. makes them what their Creator 
intended them to be-children and 
heirs of the Most High God. 
"The Christian gospel goes far beyond Marxism in meeting 
the needs of the world. 1 t declares that there must be a 
reformation of individual character before we are fit to be 
citizens of God's kingdom. Experience has amply demon-
strated that an order that is based only on economics and 
politics will create its own tensions and frictions. No matter 
how noble may be the Utopia that we erect, the human stuff 
of which it is composed will bring about its destruction." 





on the Rossio 
By A. R. CALTOFEN 
HE WAS always there in the morning when most people 
were still asleep and nothing was 
abroad except ox-carts, fisher-
women, and cats. But there he 
was, standing at the corner of Lis-
bon's great square, the Rossio, call-
ing his newspapers-"Diario das 
Noticias," "0 Seculo." At noon in 
the brilliant sunshine when even 
the insatiable pigeons retired into 
the shade he was still there-"Dia-
rio das Noticias," "Republica." 
And in the evenings, the long 
evenings of these southern coun-
tries which end only shortly be-
fore dawn, still he is there al-
though it is not easy to find him 
amid the enormous traffic, the de-
batings of the multitudes, and the 
sparkling queues of cars. But he 
is there, as fixed a part of the 
scene as Dom Pedro IV, sitting 
high on his pillar in the heart of 
his Portuguese people. 
He is not much to look at, the 
little newsboy. Beauty avoids pov-
erty. But he has a lovely voice, 
and especially in the evening when 
he calls out the four or five mo-
notonous names of his newspapers 
his voice reminds me of a little 
bird's voice with the trill of a 
lark and the song of a nightingale. 
Often I found a seat at the "Brasi-
leiro" to listen to his voice and 
it was there that I discovered the 
reason for his evening joy. 
There was a little girl-hal£ a 
doll, half a little lady but still a 
child and a child whose eyes held 
that longing-for-love gleam which 
is peculiar to a motherless child. 
Without any doubt, the newsboy 
and the little girl were very fond 
of each other. Was it only in-
fatuation-the attraction of her 
black curls which one could see 
under her little hat of tulle and 
taffeta or the mystery of his carpet-
bag, pieced together of thousands 
of colored rags? Or was it really 
the delicate melody of first love-
timid, soft like the evening breeze 
which comes up off the nearby 
River Tejo? I am sure that their 
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hands had never touched, the 
clumsy hands of the newsboy and 
the delicate little hands in the 
white gloves. Very probably they 
had never even spoken together. 
For there was a fence, fascinatingly 
bright and warm from the out-
side, but from inside iron and icy. 
But there was another barrier 
between them, invisible, much 
stronger, much higher. They must 
have known each other for a long 
time already, for it was only after 
much practise that the girl could 
have learned to pass so swiftly be-
tween the billiard and domino 
players, the applauding guests and 
waiters, looking for every discarded 
newspaper, every cigarette butt 
which she might pick up and pass 
through the polished bars of the 
fence to the boy. And each of her 
presents she bestowed with a ra-
diant happiness which seemed the 
more radiant as it contrasted with 
the austerity of the high fence. 
Nor was this happiness one-sided. 
For the newsboy would respond 
with a peculiarly shrill call of his 
papers and a swing of his leg. In-
deed it seemed that even his toes 
were looking skyward from his 
worn-out sandals. 
One evening he brought a little 
white puppy in his colorful bag. 
It was hardly a likely entry in a 
suburban dog show but still it was 
a pretty little animal and it was 
quite obvious from the little girl's 
expression that to her it was the 
most beautiful dog in the world. 
She did not move from the fence 
and so the newsboy had a good ex· 
cuse to stand for a long time look-
ing at her while she admired the 
puppy. All the while, the crowds 
swirled about them-gesticulating 
men, Negroes from Mozambique 
and West Africa, foreigners in 
bright suits and funny hats, navy 
patrols, real estate men, rushing 
cars and tinkling trams. But the 
little newsboy is oblivious to it 
all. He has even forgotten his 
newspapers and the cries of his 
competitors. With one hand in his 
pocket, with the other he pets the 
little dog and watches the chang-
ing shadows on the girl's face. 
Then a big gentleman's hand 
takes the little girl away and the 
boy's eyes turn with just a mo-
ment of fright back to the Rossio. 
But he is a man, so he lights his 
cigarette butt and calls out his 
papers, his smoke rings carrying 
his longings up into the trees. 
And the next evening he is happy 
again for the little girl returns, 
this time with sugar and cake. 
(I can't help laughing as my im-
agination tells me how she had 
managed to get away with the 
sugar and cake. It would not have 
been too hard, for in Portugal the 
cafes are exclusively men's do-
mains and who would notice a 
woman, especially such a very 
small one?) The little girl does 
not eat any of the cake. She stands 
• 
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with her nose pressed against the 
bars, watching the newsboy and 
the puppy eating. The hotel-clerk, 
magnificent in his uniform, ap-
proaches to shoo the boy away 
but, as it turns out, his officious-
ness is not necessary. The joyful 
laugh and piping voice of the 
newsboy have attracted a custom-
er. 
And then, just as the newsboy 
turned to greet his customer, it 
happened. The little puppy 
jumped away, somebody stepped 
on its toes, and as it ran away 
shrieking a car hit it. And there 
it lies, the little creature, like a 
lovely flower blown down by the 
nightwind, one of those big white 
blossoms with purple spots. The 
boy looks around, his face smeared 
with black and red. A fatherly 
face under the white helmet of a 
policeman is speaking to him but 
the boy's eyes are searching the 
fence. There is nobody there. 
The little girl had run to her 
father, trembling and pleading for 
help. But her father had been 
playing billiards, playing with 
that restrained passion which 
seems peculiar to the Portuguese, 
and she had spoiled his game. He 
was annoyed that, after having al-
ready pestered him for cake, she 
should now be crying again. Tak-
ing her by the hand, he led her 
out to the long black car where, 
after a moment of rebellious hesi-
tation, she yielded to the firm pres-
sure of her father 's hand and took 
her seat behind the smartly-uni-
formed driver. The smeared, dirty 
face of the newsboy turns slowly 
and his eyes follow the car, al-
though it has already disappeared 
in the direction of the Praca do 
Commercia. 
No, I have no nice story to tell 
you of a rich gentleman who in· 
vites a poor little newsboy to see 
his little daughter. The little girl 
passes from our story, perhaps to 
the sunny beaches of Estoril and 
a toy animal bought in one of the 
great stores by a wealthy and in-
dulgent father. But the newsboy 
is there, there again in the morn-
ing when the first donkey-carts 
clatter their milk cans through 
the streets, at noon in the scorch-
ing heat, and in the evening when 
fashionable Lisbon promenades 
and the latest news passes like a 
bright ribbon on the roofs m 
front of the castle. He is there, 
but you can notice his weariness 
and he has lost his joyful tone. 
He stands there and stares at the 
bright, shining fence. 
Occasionally, I have put some 
papers into his hands and even a 
few cigarettes. But there is only a 
polite "Thank you." Nothing else. 
I have tried to engage him in con-
versation. I asked him once what 
were the names of the trees under 
which he was standing. His an-
swer was the answer of a philoso-
pher: "They don't bloom, they 
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don't smell, they only give shade. 
Why do you ask?" And with that 
he smiled, probably at the stu-
pidity of my question. But I was 
glad that he could laugh again. 
At his age, only eleven years old, 
it would have been a pity if he 
could not have. 
Knowledge of life obtained through fiction is only 
possible by another stage of self-consciousness. That is 
to say, it can only be a knowledge of other people's 
knowledge of life, not of li[e itself ... when we are 
developed enough to say: "This is the view or life of a 
person who was a good observer within his limits, 
Dickens, or Thackeray, or George Eliot, or Balzac; but 
he looked at it in a different way from me, because he 
was a different man; he even selected rather different 
things to look at, or the same things in a different order 
of importance, because he was a different man; so what 
I am looking at is the world as seen by a particular 
mind"-then we are in a position to gain something 
from reading fiction. 
- T. S. Eliot, "Religion and Literature," 




r Letter From Europe 
.. 
(Robert Pasternak, a member 
of our editorial staff, is spending 
the next six months in Europe, 
mostly in Switzerland. He has 
promised us regular reports on his 
travels. The following letter is his 
first report.) 
~}\ TE LEFT Montreal July 4 at 
'o/'o/ noon. The first day out, or 
rather down the Saint Lawrence, 
was one of the few nice days of the 
trip as far as the weather was con-
cerned. The next five days were 
miserably cold and wet, but the 
last three days made up for it. 
During the day, when the sun 
broke through the clouds, it was 
warm, even hot, and those last 
three calm days brought a lot of 
people up to the promenade decks 
for the se ond time since the trip 
began. (I managed to eat all the 
meals that the dining room had 
to offer, but one evening just be-
fore going to bed I lost my dinner. 
After that, I had no trouble at 
all.) 
Outside of the fact that our ship 
was built in Glasgow, Scotland, 
given an Australian name, manned 
by an Italian crew, served by Ger-
man stewards, officered by Greeks, 
and registered out of Panama by 
a Greek shipping company, she 
was an ordinary ship. Oh yes, she 
had Greek cooks. 
The advertising propaganda I 
read said that the ship had been 
completely refitted, which means 
that all the rust spots and dirt 
had been covered with gobs of 
white paint by a drunken sailor. 
One more word about the ship: 
she got us to Cherbourg without 
incident. She displaced 13,000 tons 
and had a cruising speed of 14 
knots (equivalent to that of a tug 
boat). 
A word of warning to non-
French-speaking visitors to France: 
in Cherbourg and in Paris there 
are men who are supposed to be 
porters. I have a better name for 
them but it is unprintable. So I 
will call them vile, bloodthirsty, 
money-hungry wretches who ac-
tually demand exorbitant tips for 
moving a small handbag one inch. 
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I became so angry with one in 
Paris because he demanded such 
a high tip that I told him to go to 
you-know-where and he got no 
tip at all. He went away bab-
bling French and mentioning 
"gendarme" but no police both-
ered me. Here is the word. When 
traveling in France, take only the 
baggage you can comfortably car-
ry yourself. If you need more, ship 
it directly to your street address. 
And if French porters bother you, 
give them the dirtiest look you 
can conjure up, then ignore them. 
We Americans have only our-
selves to blame for this condition. 
I blame it on the big, blustering 
tourist (American) who scatters 
money to the four winds wherever 
he goes. This is going to be the 
one bitter note that you will find 
in whatever I have to say. The 
American tourist (and I saw actual 
cases in Paris) thinks he can have 
everything. So the French give it 
to him for a price. 
Today was the first day of 
classes and I can report that I had 




A collective group has no conscience. '!\There a com-
munity occasionally seems to display one it is because 
there are still among its members the necessary number 
of rebellious consciences, that is of men sufficiently un-
disciplined to deny the State Almighty the right to define 
Good and Evil. 
-Georges Bernanos, Tradition of Freedom 
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Would Beethoven Be a Communist? 
BY WALTER A HANSEN 
b It is said that comparisons 
tJ- are always odious. Do you 
agree? I do not. "Odious," you 
know, is a strong word. 
Could you study the art of 
music properly if you made up 
your mind at the outset that you 
would never resort to compari-
sons? No. 
Is it odious to compare the pas-
sions of Heinrich Schiitz with 
those that came from the pen of 
Johann Sebastian Bach? Is it odi-
ous to compare Bach's style with 
that of Georg Frideric Handel? 
Is it odious to compare the cham-
ber music and the symphonies of 
Ludwig van Beethoven with those 
composed by Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart? Is it odious to compare 
Franz Liszt with Hector Berlioz, 
Johannes Brahms with Robert 
Schumann, Giuseppe Verdi with 
Richard Wagner, Maurice Ravel 
with Richard Strauss, or Claude 
Debussy with Modest Moussorg-
sky? Not at all. As a matter of 
fact, it is profitable to do so. 
No, comparisons are not always 
odious-neither when you com-
pare with nor when you compare 
to. The preposition, you know, 
makes a great difference in the 
meaning. 
Naturally, no one can force a 
comparison to go on all fours. 
For comparisons, you see, are al-
ways lame. They limp. 
But it is fascinating to observe 
this limping. 
Is it not true that our study of 
music has much in common with 
comparisons? Yes. Why? Because 
the limping of the comparisons 
we make often causes our con-
clusions to limp. 
We can take comfort, of course, 
from the obvious fact-the truism, 
if you please-that all human wis-
dom has a natural tendency to 
show traces of lameness here or 
there. 
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At all events, the student of 
music cannot escape the fascinat-
ing and profitable business of mak-
ing comparisons-even when, as 
sometimes happens, those com-
parisons turn out to be odious. 
Beethoven vs. Shostakovich 
~ Recently an irresistible im-
•. pulse compelled me to com-
pare Beethoven with and to that 
highly publicized and exceedingly 
clever Soviet composer whose name 
is Dimitri Shostakovich. 
The impulse came about be-
cause somewhere I stumbled upon 
the statement that if Beethoven 
were alive today he would be a 
card-carrying member of the Com-
munist Party. 
That assertion gave me pause. 
I could not swallow it. 
Would Beethoven be a Commu-
nist if he were living today? 
Where and how could I find 
the answer to this question? It 
was clear, of course, that the·query 
was totally academic. But academic 
questions, like comparisons, can 
be fascinating. 
Would it be possible to discover 
a satisfying answer in Beethoven's 
music? 
Yes, I know that Beethoven's 
works contain numerous examples 
of a defiant and rebellious attitude 
toward hand-me-down laws and 
rules. Beethoven, like every great 
master, was, to quote Lessing, 
school and books unto himself. 
He refused to be bound by laws 
and rules merely because men 
whose verdicts were revered as 
authoritative had declared that 
those laws and rules were sacro-
sanct. 
Beethoven refused to be fettered. 
How, then, could the Communists 
keep him in their clutches? Com-
munism, by its very nature, makes 
for the enslavement of the individ-
ual. 
One should not conclude that 
Beethoven turned up his nose 
deliberately and on principle at 
every law and every rule of the 
art of composition. No, the great 
master was conservative to a high 
degree. Yet he had the wonderful 
ability to drench tradition with 
something unmistakably creative. 
In other words, he knew how to 
work wonders with old wine when 
he decided to pour it into new 
wineskins and to accomplish simi-
lar results when he made up his 
agile and far-seeing mind to put 
new wine into old wineskins. 
Right here I found the answer 
to my question. I found it in Bee-
thoven's wine as well as in the 
wineskins he used. 
If Beethoven were walking the 
earth today, he would abhor com-
munism. Furthermore, I am sure 
that he could not develop in a 
truly Beethovenian manner if he 
were a subject of the gang that 
rules in and from the Kremlin. 
Beethoven loathed fawning. He 
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abhorred much of what he saw 
in the aristocratic circles of his 
time. It is reported that sometimes 
he was rude to men and women 
of high rank merely because they 
happened to be of high rank. 
But Beethoven would be shrewd 
enough to see that communism, as 
it exists today in the Soviet Union, 
has not, in the final analysis, 
abolished rank. He would realize 
that, strictly speaking, there is just 
as much rank and, shall we say, 
just as much aristocracy in a com-
munist regime as there ever was 
in any country on earth. 
In addition, Beethoven would 
rebel with all his being at the 
avowed determination of a totali-
tarian government to get every-
thing, including the arts, into its 
powerful clutches. 
Beethoven, himself a rugged in-
dividualist, would rise up at once 
against the practice of the Com-
munists to bring about the utter 
degradation of the individual. 
Everyone, including those who 
rule in and from the Kremlin, 
knows that Shostakovich is not a 
free agent when he composes. If 
and when his music does not 
chance to satisfy the convictions 
and the whims of the kingpins of 
sovietism and their henchmen, 
there is trouble. 
Shostakovich is a gifted com-
poser. He is clever in his writing. 
He has many fine thoughts. But 
he knows that he is hobbled. Cir-
cumstances far beyond his control 
have led him to make a virtue of 
necessity. As a citizen of the Soviet 
Union, he champions communism. 
Would he do so if he were living 
in a democracy? I do not think so. 
Shostakovich is an able crafts-
man. A few clays ago I restudied 
his Quartet No. J, Op. 73, a work 
composed in 1946. The resource-
fulness of his scoring filled me 
with admiration. 
Had I not turned from Shosta-
kovich's Quartet No.3 to the three 
quartets which Beethoven wrote 
for Count Andreas Rasoumowsky 
-a nobleman, if you please-! 
might have declared in all serious-
ness that the work from the pen 
of the Soviet composer had some 
of the earmarks of greatness. 
But then came the comparison 
-the comparison with and the 
comparison to. Shostakovich suf-
fered immeasurably in the process. 
How puerile his writing is when 
one compares it with and to that 
of Beethoven! 
Yes, the comparison limps. But 
it is by no means as lame as the 
music of the hobbled Shostakovich. 
Admirable vs. Miraculous 
~ Where Shostakovich's writing 
•. is admirable, Beethoven's is 
miraculous. Where the craftsman-
ship of the Kremlin-controlled 
composer is fine, that of the man 
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who wrote the three Rasoumowsky 
Quartets is magnificent. 
Soon a powerful impulse com-
pelled me to stop comparing Shos-
takovich with and to Beethoven. 
This comparison, I concluded, was 
actually odious. Nevertheless, it 
had, I believe, brought about a 
better understanding of the mighty 
genius of Beethoven and a keener 
appreciation of the hobbled talent 
of Shostakovich-Shostakovich, 
who, by some force of stern neces-
sity, deludes himself into believing 
that he can gtve expression in his 
music to the Soviet ideology. 
Before bidding goodby to the 
comparison I decided to turn to 
some of Beethoven's symphonies 
and to some of the symphonies 
written by Shostakovich. I chose 
the Second and the Fourth of the 
former and the Fifth and the 
Ninth of the latter. It was a ran-
dom choice. Many conclusions 
bobbed up in my mind as I re-
studied the four compositions. 
What was the upshot? This com-
parison, I knew, was unfair. In 
addition, of course, it was odious. 
Still it was helpful to compare 
Shostakovich the pigmy with Bee-
thoven the giant. 
Sharp contrasts and glaring dif-
ferences are bound to come to 
light whenever one resorts to the 
engaging and engrossing game of 
comparing with and comparing to. 
Comparisons can keep you out of 
ruts. But do not forget that at 
times they can plunge you into a 
rut. 
If, for example, you believe and 
confess with unalterable assurance 
that Bach is the greatest of all 
composers, there is grave danger 
that any and every comparison of 
Bach with and to Handel will-
almost automatically-force the 
composer of Messiah and Israel in 
Egypt to suffer. In that case Bee-
thoven, too, would suffer. So would 
Mozart. So would Brahms or any 
other great master. 
There you have the rut-the rut 
which one must strive to avoid. 
Music is a many-sided art, and 
those who study it should endeavor 
with all their power to shun a one-
sidedness of approach. 
Just as it would be wrong-
tragically wrong-to say that Shos-
takovich is no good at all merely 
because he is not like Beethoven, 
so it would be wrong-tragically 
wrong-to deny towering greatness 
to Handel, Mozart, or Brahms 
merely because they are different 
in more than one way from Bach. 
We must try to avoid all ruts-
the Bach rut, the Handel rut, the 
Beethoven rut, the Brahms rut, 
the Shostakovich rut, the jazz rut, 
the anti-jazz rut, or any kind of 
rut. I say that we must try to do 
so. We shall not always succeed. 
Human beings, you see, seem to 
have a penchant for ruts. 
It is logical to assume that even 
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that he was in music, had his ruts. 
But those Beethovenian ruts-
whatever they may have been-
were far, far different in nature 
and in danger from the ruts into 
which the totalitarianism of a 
communist regime have driven 
the gifted, clever, and hobbled 
Shostakovich. 
No, Beethoven would not be a 
Communist if he were living to-
day. Of that I am sure. 
I am sure that it would be sensible to restrict as much 
as possible the work of these gentlemen [psychologists 
and psychiatrists] who are capable of doing an immense 
amount of harm with what may very easily degenerate 
into charlatanry. The tightest hand should be kept over 
them, and they should not be allowed to quarter them-
selves in large numbers upon the Fighting Services at 
the public expense. There are, no doubt, easily recogniz-
able cases which may benefit from treatment of this kind, 
but it is very wrong to disturb large numbers of healthy, 
normal men and women by asking the kind of odd 
questions in which the psychiatrists specialize. There are 
quite enough hangers-on and camp-followers already. 
-Memorandum by the Rt. Hon. Winston S. Churchill, 
in the appendix to The Second World War. Vol. IV. 
The Hinge of Fate. (Cassell, 1951) 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
GEMS FROM SIGMUND RoMBERG SHows. 
Close as Pages in a Book, April 
Snow, and Big Back Yard, from Up 
in Central Park; Serenade, from 
The Student Prince; Something 
New Is in My Heart and just Once 
Around the Clock, from May Wine. 
Arranged by Don Walker. Sigmund 
Romberg and his Orchestra with 
the Robert Shaw Chorale and Jean 
Carlton soprano; Lois Hunt, so-
prano; Jo Cameron, mezzo-soprano; 
Stuart Churchill, tenor; William 
Diehl, baritone, and Larry Doug-
las, baritone.-Excellent recording. 
Romberg's melodies have a distinc-
tive hear-me-again quality. RCA 
Victor WDM-1529. 
FRANZ DRDLA. Souvenir. CESAR Cm. 
Orientale. Mischa Elman, violinist, 
with Wolfgang Rose at the piano.-
Long-time Elman favorites played 
with the typical Elman lushness of 
expression. RCA Victor 49-3299. 
LEROY ANDERSON. Fiddle Faddle. 
STEPHEN FosTER. Medley. The first 
Piano Quartet.-lt is safe to say 
that many will take keen delight 
in these transcriptions made and 
played by the famous piano four-
some. RCA Victor 49-3306. 
GABRIEL FAURE. Impromptu No. ;, 
in A Flat Major, op. 34· MANUEL 
INFANTE. Guadalquivir. Amparo 
lturbi, pianist.-1he pianism of 
Brother Jose is not always on a 
par in worth with that revealed by 
Sister Amparo on this disc. RCA 
Victor 49-3309. 
JEROME KERN. Ol' Man River, from 
Show Boat. OLEY SPEAKS. On the 
Road to Mandalay. Leonard War-
ren, baritone, with the RCA Victor 
Orchestra under Frank Black.-
Praiseworthy attistry. RCA Victor 
49·3307. 
JoHANN SEBASTIAN BAcH. Air, from 
Suite No.;, in D Major. CHRISTOPH 
WILLIBALD GLUCK. Dance of the 
Spirits, from Orfeo ed Euridice. 
The NBC Symphony Orchestra 
under Arturo Toscanini.-Exem-
plary playing under the leadership 
of a great master. RCA Victor 49-
3301. 
ISHAM JoNES. I'll See You in My 
Dreams. BuRTON LANE. Everything 
I Have Is Yours. Both songs from 
the M-G-M film Strictly Dishonor-
able. Ezio Pinza, basso, with an or-
chestra under Johnny Green.-May-
be it would be good for Mr. Pinza 
to retire. RCA Victor 49·3395· 
WALT DISNEY's Alice in Wonderland. 
Kathryn Beaumont, as Alice; Ed 
Wynn, as the Mad Hatter; Jerry 
Colonna, as the March Hare; Ster-
ling Holloway, as the Cheshire Cat. 
-A beautiful Little Nipper Giant 
Storybook Record Album. The 
many illustrations are exactly like 
those used in the film. Unfortunate-
ly, the music for this fascinating 
production is inferior, for the most 
part, to what was written for Snow 
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By Donald Brook. New York: The 
Macmillan Company. 1951. 233 
pages. Illustrated. $3.50. 
F ORTUNATELY, Donald Brook states in an introductory note that he 
did not set out to give "a compre-
hensive guide to all the world's or-
chestral conductors." Otherwise many 
of those who read the British writer's 
discourses would rebel immediately 
at the omission of such names as 
Pierre Monteux, George Szell, Antal 
Dorati, Fritz Reiner, Hans Schwieger, 
Vladimir Golschmann, Efrem Kurtz, 
Hans Knappertsbusch, Erich Leins· 
dorf, and other eminent leaders of 
orchestras. 
Mr. Brook makes "no apology for 
including some of the younger and 
more promising artists with their 
more celebrated brethren." We who 
live in America should be glad that 
he has written about a number of 
conductors who are by no means 
Unsigned reviews are by the Editors 
47 
widely known on this side of the 
Atlantic. 
The author of the incomplete In-
ternational Gallery of Conductors is 
a critic equipped with perspicacity 
and vision. He has a penchant for 
dangling-or, as the British say, un-
attached-participles, but this does 
not prevent one from realizing that 
he knows how to evaluate properly 
the skill and the standing of the 
artists he discusses. He deals with 
Arturo Toscanini, Richard Austin, 
Ernest Ansermet, Sir John Barbirolli, 
Sir Thomas Beecham, Sir Adrian 
Boult, Eduard van Beinum, Norman 
Del Mar, Basil Cameron, Wilhelm 
Furtwangler, Eugene Goossens, John 
Hollingsworth, Herbert von Karajan, 
Richard Korn, Otto Klemperer, Serge 
Koussevitzky, Nicolai Maiko, Herbert 
Menges, Maurice Niles, Boyd Neel, 
Dimitri Mitropoulos, Eugene Orman-
dy, Paul Paray, Karl Rankl, Clarence 
Raybould, Hugo Rignold, Stanford 
Robinson, Victor de Sabata, Artur 
Rodzinski, Sir Malcolm Sargent, Ru-
dolf Schwarz, Fabien Sevitzky, Leo-
pold Stokowski, Bruno Walter, Wal-
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ter Susskind, and George Weldon. 
Throughout the volume there is an 
unmistakable championing of the 
cause of British music. 
BACH AND HANDEL: The 
Consummation of the Baroque 
in Music 
By Archibald T. Davison. Cam-
bridge, Mass: Harvard University 
Press. 1951. 77 pages. $2.00. 
T HE recent worldwide observance of the 200th anniversary of the 
death of Johann Sebastian Bach has 
given rise to many and varied tributes 
to the awe-inspiring genius of the 
great master. Naturally, well-equipped 
writers have found it impossible to 
discuss Bach without paying some at-
tention to his great contemporary, 
Georg Frideric Handel. 
Archibald T. Davison, who is James 
Edward Ditson Professor of Music at 
Harvard University, has written a 
little book which, to the thinking 
of this reviewer, reflects on every 
page a type of scholarship and under-
standing worthy in every way of deal-
ing properly with composers as great 
as Bach and Handel. Altogether too 
many writers and quasi-writers have, 
in recent months, evaluated the 
achievements of these two masters 
almost wholly on the basis of emo-
tion. Dr. Davison neither overlooks 
nor curbs the importance of emotion, 
but he knows that this quality in a 
scholar's make-up must go hand in 
hand with exact and penetrating 
knowledge. As a result, his compact 
and meaty study of Bach and Handel 
is bound to do much to bring about 
a keen realization of the majestic and 
far-reaching sweep of the genius 
exemplified in the music bequeathed 
to the world by these composers. 
Scholarship like Dr. Davison's gives 
one a thrill comparable to that which 
one experiences when coming under 
the spell of the masterpieces from 
the pens of Bach and Handel. This · 
reviewer hopes that some of those 
who have written about Bach and 
Handel in recent months will care-
fully re-examine a number of their 
conclusions in the light of what Dr. 
Davison has to say. 
THE STORY OF MUSIC 
By Evelyn Porter. New York: Philo-
sophical Library. 292 pages. Illus-
trated. $3.00. 
E VELYN PoRTER's concise history of music is founded on much learn-
ing and experience. At the same time 
it creates in the reader a longing to 
learn more about the tonal art than 
the author was able to compress with-
in the space of less than 300 pages. 
Consequently, The Story of Music 
deserves widespread attention. It deals 
in an illuminating and appetite-whet-
ting manner with notation, instru-
ments, form, trends, events, com-
posers, and compositions. 
CURRENT AFFAIRS 
CRACKS IN THE 
KREMLIN WALL 
By Edward Crankshaw. New York. 
The Viking Press. 1951. 279 pages. 
$3-5°-
MR. CRANKSHA w has developed a number of significant points 
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fuzzy picture we have of the imme-
diate threat to world peace. Possibly 
the most significant point is that the 
enemy of the free world is not com-
munism or even the Russian nation 
but that group of Russian leaders, 
headed by Stalin, which is presently 
in control of Russian policy. 
The aim of that policy, according 
to Mr. Crankshaw, is "the survival 
and greater glory of the Soviet Union 
as the monstrous re-embodiment of 
the Tsarist Empire of Great Russia." 
He feels that we fool ourselves when 
we think that "in every Soviet move 
we may see the slow, deliberate un-
folding of a master plan of extreme 
complexity and infinite farsighted-
ness." Rather, he maintains that "the 
so'-called grand design of Moscow, 
when examined in the cold light of 
day, is turning out to be little more 
than the outcome of contradictory 
pressures, external and domestic, on 
a group of men who cannot get it 
out of their heads that they are im-
mune to such pressures, and thus 
make confusion worse." 
In the last section of his book, Mr. 
Crankshaw points out the weaknesses 
which dog the Kremlin's policies-
low production, recurrent famines, 
undigested frontier areas (the Iron 
Curtain countries), the threat of 
American production, and unrest 
within the Soviet Union itself as the 
"people's democracy" becomes more 
and more an old-line tyranny. Thus 
weakened, the Soviet rulers can, ac-
cording to Mr. Crankshaw, conquer 
us only in one way-"by so frighten-
ing us [but it is we who allow our-
selves to be frightened] that for fear 
of the enemy within we transform 
our own society impercepuoly into 
an apparatus of totalitarianism indis-
tinguishable in essence from the so-
ciety of Soviet Russia." 
This would seem to be a sane and, 
in some ways, reassuring analysis of 
our present danger. 
BRITAIN TODAY 
By C. F. 0. Clarke. The Harvard 
University Press. 1951. 248 pages. 
$3.00. 
T HIS book, subtitled "a review of current political and social 
trends," comprises the Lowell Lectures 
which Mr. Clarke delivered at Har-
vard in 1950. Mr. Clarke's intent is 
"to discuss the crisis of democracy 
as he sees it, how it came about, par-
ticularly in Europe, and where Bri-
tain stands in relation to it." 
The crisis, then, is the issue be-
tween democracy and the totalitarian 
State. It is the product of many 
"atomic explosions" of the eighteenth 
and nineteenth centuries, particularly 
in Britain. Among these explosions 
were the shift of power from the 
landed aristocracy to the commons, 
the Industrial Revolution, the utili-
tarian philosophy of Bentham and 
others, the Darwinian revolution in 
science, the decline of religion as a 
motivating force, laissez faire econom-
ics with its attendant intervals of 
hard times. 
Against this background, then, Mr. 
Clarke surveys the contemporary poli-
tical and social scene in Great Britain. 
He explains how Britain is governed, 
the role of the parties in government, 
the philosophy and nature of the wel-
fare state, the influence of British 
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custom and character in shaping the 
forms of government, and the role 
of the press and radio in shaping 
thinking and policy. 
The last two chapters deal with 
the metamorphosis of the old British 
Empire into the present-day Common-
wealth of Nations and with Britain's 
foreign policy. This last chapter 
should be of special interest to Amer-
icans at this particular moment when 
we and the British frequently find 
ourselves at odds in our relations 
with other states. 
Mr. Clarke's background is in jour-
nalism, diplomacy, and radio. He 
writes well, lightening his serious mes-
sage with deft humor. 
THE CHINA STORY 
By Freda Utley. Chicago. Henry 
Regnery Company. 1951. 274 pages. 
$3-50. 
M iss UTLEY, whose acquaintance with the Chinese scene over a 
period of many years entitles her to 
speak with some authority, marshals 
all of the evidence of the pro-Chiang 
faction in the current debate over our 
China policy. She comes to the con-
clusion that sinister back-of-the-scene 
influences sold our diplomats, and 
the secretary of state, and the public 
the Communist line and set the stage 
for Korea. 
Most of what she has to say is 
familiar to anyone who reads the 
daily paper. It is the sort of thing 
Senator McCarthy (whom Miss Utley 
considers a first-rate statesman) says 
every other day or so. Indeed, 23 
pages are given to detailing the fine 
work done by Wisconsin's junior 
senator in exposing Communist in-
fluences in the state department and 
another 32 pages are given to "the 
case of Owen Lattimore." 
TITO'S COMMUNISM 
By Josef Korbel. The University 
of Denver Press. 1951. 368 pages. 
$4.00. 
D R. KoRBEL was Czech ambassador to Yugoslavia in those early post-
war days before the iron curtain cut 
his country off from the rest of Eu-
rope. It would hardly be expected, 
therefore, that he would have much 
sympathy for Communists, whether 
they be of the Moscow variety or the 
Belgrade variety. And, as a matter of 
fact, the whole thesis of this book 
is that the two varieties are not sig-
nificantly different. The only differ-
ence is one of power grouping, Bel-
grade looking toward the West be-
cause, forsooth, she has nothing to 
look for in the East except the retri-
bution of an angry Stalin. 
Briefly stated, Dr. Korbel's thesis 
would seem to be, to borrow an ex-
purgated expression from Winston 
Churchill, that Tito is a bounder all 
right but he is our bounder. It might 
be remembered, though, that the Tito 
who looks so good through the eyes 
of a worried West to whom he repre-
sents a burr under Stalin's seat is 
the same Tito who, in his own coun-
try, has systematically destroyed free-
dom, persecuted the church, silenced 
all opposition, and cast his shadow 
into every home. Whatever his mo-
mentary usefulness to our side, we 
must some day discharge our moral 
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from a system which is destructive of 
the human personality whether it be 
rooted in Moscow or in Belgrade. 
FICTION 
THE FOUNDLING 
By Francis Cardinal Spellman. New 
York. Charles Scribner's Sons. 304 
pages . .$2-75· 
PAUL TAGGERT, an armless Protes-tant veteran returns from World 
War I with little faith in himself or 
his surroundings. His emotions are 
reawakened when he finds a living 
baby in a crib beside figures of Mary 
and the baby J esus in a cathedral in 
New York. Paul's attempts to adopt 
the baby who has r enewed his faith 
are blocked because he is not a Cath-
olic. Paul, however, now b egins a 
profitable life n ever forgetting the 
child who has so influenced him. 
Peter, the orphan, grows under the 
loving care of several of the Catholic 
Sisters, acquires a sensitivity toward 
life which is r eflected principally in 
his love for music, and finally goes 
off to World W ar II. When he re-
turns, blind, it is Paul's turn to help 
him make a readjustment and start 
his life anew. 
Cardinal Spellman, in this his first 
novel , feels that h e must introduce 
the problem of prohibition of a Prot-
estant to adopt a baby designated by 
the foundling home to be a Catholic. 
However, he seems to compromise 
awkwardly when he h as Sister Mar-
garet say, "You know that this is a 
Catholic Institution but did you 
know that every other baby brought 
here is a Protestant?" His treatment 
of the friendship between Peter and 
the colored boy, Chubby, at the or-
phanage is tolerant and careful. He 
presents the psychological and socio-
logical difficulties of an orphan with 
the understanding he has gained in 
long years of work with homeless 
children. 
That the story is of a subject close 
to the heart of the Cardinal is every-
where evident. It does seem to intro-
duce many problems the solution of 
which is not attempted. The reader 
finishes the book still waiting for a 
climax. If The Foundling is not a 
great contribution to literature, it 
does at least provide interesting read-
ing. 
JOSEPHINE FERGUSON 
THE DEAD SEAGULL 
By George Barker. New York. Far-
rar, Straus and Young. 1951. 142 
pages . .$2.50. 
T HE theme of The Dead Seagull is love, the contention between sa-
cred and profane love, between Eve 
and Lilith. Cast in the form of a 
novel, its language is the language of 
the poet-evocative, moving. 
The protagonist, writing in the first 
person, has "a story to relate which 
proves that Love, with no blood on 
its knife, does not sleep easily, if it 
sleeps at all, until every one of its 
devotees lies dead." Love becomes the 
original sin, the great destroyer. "Yes, 
Love is the terrible aboriginal calam-
ity." 
This is very probably the finest 
novel of 1951. The author, a young 
Englishman, is almost Calvinistic in 
his appreciation of the enormity of 
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sin and of the wages of sin. The 
sense of guilt and despair which over· 
whelms his protagonist is almost un· 
bearable. Unlike Calvin, Barker does 
not go on (at least in the novel) to 
set forth redemptive forgiveness. To 
have done so would not, of course, 
have been in keeping with the tone 
of the novel. Pressed to its ultimate 
limit, the sensitive unregenerate soul 
must end up precisely where Barker's 
nameless sinner ends up: "Our only 
freedom is to be damned." 
Barker has said, in 142 pages, what 
Paul meant when he wrote "The 
wages of sin is death." He stops just 
at the point where Paul interposed 
the great "but"-"But the gift of God 
is eternal life through Jesus Christ 
our Lord." 
THE ROAD TO BITHYNIA 
By Frank G. Slaughter. New York. 
Doubleday and Co. 1951. 330 pages. 
$3.5o. 
T HIS is a fictional biography of St. Luke, the beloved physician, 
written by a surgeon whose best 
known previous book was Fort Ever-
glades. It tells the story of the evan· 
gelist from his youth as the adopted 
son of a Roman official through the 
years of his travels with St. Paul to 
the last years of his life when, having 
lost his wife, he prepares to go with 
St. Paul on the voyage to Rome. 
· Purely as a work of fiction, the story 
is an absorbing one, particularly when 
Slaughter deals with medical train-
ing and practise in the world of the 
apostolic age or when he describes 
the social conditions of Roman times. 
It is, of course, nothing to compare 
with a novel like Sholem Asch's The 
Apostle, but it does help one to get 
some "feel" of those great days. 
Theologically, it is much less satis· 
factory, particularly in its delineation 
of St. Paul. Slaughter seems to accept 
the modern view that Paul, probably 
innocently, perverted the simple 
moralisms of the Nazarene prophet 
into another mystery religion. Indeed, 
at times one gathers that if Luke 
had not stuck pretty close to Paul 
the apostle might have wrecked the 
whole Christian movement. There 
are also some unsatisfactory remarks 
about the purpose of Jesus' death 
and about the idea of the life ever· 
lasting. 
A CERTAIN WOMAN 
By Victor MacClure. New York. 
Pellegrini and Cudahy. 1951. 313 
pages. $3.00. 
O F MAKING many books about Mary Magdalene there is no end, and 
all of them have their interest be· 
cause there is probably no more fas· 
cinating figure in the New Testa· 
ment than this demoniac of whom 
so little is known and so much sug· 
gested. Unfortunately, the witness of 
the novelists agreeth not together, for 
Mary has been portrayed as every· 
thing from a strumpet to an angel. 
Victor MacClure, who is connected 
with J. Arthur Rank in the produc· 
tion of religious films, accepts the 
long-popular theory that Mary Mag· 
dalene and Mary of Bethany were 
the same person and on the basis of 
that assumption constructs a Mary 
who might be described as a first· 
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hers some of the connotations which 
"career woman" held for our more 
conservative elders. Her adultery in-
volved nothing more serious than an 
ill-starred marriage to a Roman and 
a lot of suspicion that, with her con-
nections with the Roman and Hero-
dian courts, she was probably no bet-
ter than she ought to be. 
It must be said that the Mary who 
emerges from this story is a highly 
credible Mary. MacClure has taken 
great pains to get his background as 
accurate as possible and he remains, 
throughout, faithful not only to the 
letter but to the spirit of the New 
Testament. It is rather gratifying that 
MacClure has respected tradition and 
retained the usual three villains of 
the Magdalene stories-Herod, Simon 
the Pharisee, and Judas Iscariot. He 
has added a formidable one of his 
own in the character of Zachary, the 
Pharisaical teacher, who has a strong 
influence over Martha. 
TilE HEART OF A MAN 
By Georges Simenon. New York. 
Prentice-Hall. 1951. 213 pages. 
$3.00. 
T H E setting of this novel is Paris. Its hero is a famous actor who 
has been told that he has a heart 
condition which will soon prove fatal. 
The story is the story of a man closing 
out his life. 
Georges Simenon has written an 
absorbing psychological study of a 
man whose life was a vanity of vani-
ties-a man who achieved what the 
world calls success without ever find-
ing either peace or contentment . 
Maugin, the aqor, had known all o[ 
the pleasures of the flesh. But "all the 
time that he was running-trying to 
catch God knows what-he was try-
ing to escape." And so his last words, 
directed not to the God to Whom 
he was trying to confess but to his 
nurse, become the perfect summing 
up: "Excuse me, Nurse . . . I've 
dirtied my bed ... " 
The translation by Louise Varese is 
most commendable. 
FRUIT IN HIS SEASON 
By Helen Corse Barney. New York. 
Crown Publishers, Inc. 246 pages. 
$3.00. 
T ms is the story of a group of Quaker settlers in Virginia at 
the close of the revolution. It is more 
especially the story of the Roberts 
family and their problems as they 
struggle to form a new life within 
the structure of the Friends Church 
and without the persecutions and 
criticisms of their neighbors. The boy, 
Jonah Roberts, a character skillfully 
portrayed, is the central figure of the 
book. After the death of his parents 
he finally has his plans realized in 
a chance to move West to Ohio with 
other Quaker pioneers. Here in Ohio 
he marries and begins a life free from 
the evils of religious intolerance, 
slavery and antagonism toward the 
Indians. 
Mrs. Barney introduces many cus-
toms and mannerisms of the Friends 
which show the research she has done 
in the traditions of her religion. 
Fruit in His Season like any ro-
mantic adventure is interesting and 
provides easy reading. Its plot is 
weak, however, and seems to fail in 
54 The CRESSET 
supplying an adequate background 
for its characters. 
JOSEPHINE FERGUSON 
PROUD NEW FLAGS 
By F. Van Wyck Mason. New York. 
J. B. Lippincott Company. 493 
pages. 3.00. 
T HE publication last year of Eagle in the Sky brought to a close 
F. Van Wyck Mason's colorful and 
widely read tetralogy depicting the 
naval engagements recorded during 
the American War for Independence. 
Proud New Flags is the first volume 
in a new tetralogy based on naval 
actions between the North and the 
South during the War Between the 
States. 
In the foreword to his new book 
the author tells us: 
It is as lamentable as it is astound-
ing that so few Americans possess even 
the faintest knowledge or understanding 
of the great, and ultimately decisive, 
naval war that was fought between the 
Northern Union and the Southern Con. 
federacy. 
Proud New Flags portrays the Con-
federacy's early efforts to create a 
navy and deals with the progress of 
naval warfare during the first year of 
the Civil War. Since Mr. Mason 
fashions his historical novels out of a 
compound of fact and fiction, it is 
unlikely that his new book-or series 
of books-will go far to fill the gap 
in historical awareness which he finds 
so lamentable. But no one will deny 
that Mr. Mason is a clever story-teller. 
His yarns are always entertaining and 
exciting. 
THE GENTLE PIRATE 
By Oswald Wynd. Doubleday and 
Co. New York. 1951. 
W HEN a young Chinese maiden finances guerrilla forces by 
becoming a first-class pirate in the 
Malayan seas, it takes many Britons 
and one Scotch engineer to stop her. 
Tseng Tai and her no-good brother 
terrorize the high sea with piracy 
and the coast with anti-piracy insur-
ance, all the while using the men and 
junks of their black-marketeering 
father. Engineer MacDonald lowers 
the Jolly Roger, and his love affair 
with Tseng becomes a poor man 's 
variation of Madame Butterfly. 
Entertaining enough, Gentle Pimte 
is whimsical and fast-moving. Its com-
bination of adventure and comedy 
proves easy reading and provides dif-
ferent distraction from the more 
pressing cares of this world. 
ANNE LANGE 
ANOTHER MAN'S LIFE 
By Barbara Noble. Doubleday and 
Co. New York. 1951. 
lfN AN attempt at suicide from Lon-
Jl don Bridge, Simon Chart is saved 
from drowning, whi le his rescuer, 
Thomas Hacker, loses his own life. 
Bitterness at being recovered turns 
to guilt in Chart when he uncovers 
his responsibility for the death. Dur-
ing the year of probation that fol-
lows, Chart as a lodger in Hacker's 
home tries to redeem himself with 
the wife, daughter, and mother who 
are unaware of his part in their trage-
dy. His experiment proves bendicial 
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Barbara Noble is credited with this 
very well-written novel. Thoroughly 
realistic, Another Man's Life makes 
no pretense about any of its few 
characters. It gives an accurate and 
detailed account of what goes on in 
a mind whose owner feels guilt and 
ventures to live as another man would. 
ANNE LANGE 
LITERARY CRITICISM 
THE PRAYERS OF 
JOHN DONNE 
By Herbert H. Umbach. New York. 
Bookman Associates. 1951. 109 
pages. $2.50. 
D R. UMBACH, professor of English at Valparaiso University, is well-
known to readers of the CRESSET 
through the several articles and nu-
merous reviews which he has con-
tributed to this magazine. Not so well 
known , perhaps, is the fact that Dr. 
Umbach is one of the few real au-
thorities on John Donne, the seven-
teenth century poet and clergyman 
who found his faith confronted with 
many of the problems which confront 
faith in our time and who reads, 
therefore, surprisingly like a modern 
in his sermons and prayers. 
Dr. Umbach, who also edited The 
Easter Sermons of john Donne, has 
brought together in the present volume 
the most revealing of Donne's prayers, 
both in verse and in prose, from 
many sources and has prefaced them 
with an essay in which, from nu-
merous of Donne's writings, he draws 
his idea of prayer. And surely it is a 
great view, for to Donne prayer was 
nothing less than an address to the 
Majesty on high, yet an address which 
could and should have the nature of 
importunity, impudency, threatening, 
and violence . 
It might be in place here to add 
just a few words about the publisher. 
Bookman Associates is a relatively 
new printing establishment which 
seems destined to do well in the re-
stricted area of publishing scholarly 
books. The format of Dr. Umbach's 
book is especially attractive. It will 
be interesting and revealing to see 
whether a firm which attempts to do 
such a worthwhile job will receive 
enough support to continue publish-
ing. 
Needless to say, this book is a 
"must" for students of the seven-
teenth century and it should be a 
"must" for clergymen of our day. 
300 YEARS A MODERN 
THE POETRY OF JOHN 
DONNE. A Study in Explication. 
By Doniphan Louthan. Bookman 
Associates. New York. 1951. 193 
pages. $3.50. 
PROMINENT as a continuing influence in modern thinking and writing 
is John Donne. Regular readers of 
the CRESSET may remember the article 
"Interest in Donne in '41" by the 
undersigned, a decade ago. Among 
the newest commentaries on Donne's 
writings, this careful analysis of some 
important and rewarding poems sub-
stantiates the vitality of Donne. 
Specifically, Dr. Louthan (Professor 
of English at North Carolina State 
College) interprets 59 special poems 
in a philosophical manner. His prose 
comments effectively link Donne's po-
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etry to universal as much as to Renais-
sance ideas and expression. With 
sound scholarship, supplemented by 
competent criticism, both Platonic 
and P.etrarchan principles are scruti-
nized. For praise we single out notably 
the passages on Donne's attitude to 
such topics as the richness of Jove, 
the advance of time, and the prospect 
of death. 
But the author's treatment of 
Donne as "a disillusioned idealist" 
is not convincing enough even to him-
self, for he favors the joyful lyrics 
over the melancholy elegies and sat-
ires. Moreover, the chapter devoted 
to sensuous imagery in Donne is a 
bit novel; still, the facile generaliza-
tions and the very chapter heading 
(Off With That Girdle) seem unduly 
flippant and racy. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
POETRY 
UNDER A JUNIPER TREE 
By Oliver Everette. Minneapolis. 
Augsburg Publishing House. 1951. 
70 pages. 75 cents. 
PASTOR EVERETTE has written the best review of his work in his 
introduction to this collection. Point-
ing up the dilemma of attempting 
simultaneously to supply religious 
content and satisfy contemporary 
literary taste in the way of style, he 
says that his work has been designed 
to pour the new wine of the Gospel, 
generated through faith, into the new 
wineskins of modern forms. 
The result is a volume of excellent 
poetry, cast in modern forms but 
filled with the Christian message. 
Some of it is ironic, some of it quite 
stirring in its imagery. This reviewer 
was especially impressed by "The 
Fasting Time," a poem in three sec-
tions in which the devil is treated 
with the unsentimentalized respect 
which Christians have traditionally 
accorded to the real person who is 
the father of eviL 
For this reviewer, the importance of 
this volume lies in the fact that a 
pastor, unashamed of the Gospel of 
Christ, has used his considerable 
poetic talent to present that Gospel 
in the forms of 1951. If I may refer 
again to the introduction by the au-
thor, I would underscore these three 
sentences which need to be said ·over 
and over again and which, I think, 
the author has validated in his own 
poetry: "Brushing aside secular trends 
is not solving the problem. Chris-
tianity needs to make a greater im-
pact on secular intellectual life; it 
will not accomplish this by closing 
its eyes to secular literary taste. Like-
wise, the field of literature in general 
could stand more of the Christian 
message, in order to give content to 
its often empty forms." 
SHEAVES 
By Rabindranath Tagore. Selected 
and translated by Nagendranath 
Gupta. New York. Philosophical 
Library. 1951. 152 pages. $3.50. 
T AGORE, Bengali poet and winner of the Nobel Prize, has the force-
fulness and simplicity in his writing 
which characterize the Rigveda and 
Ramayana; the Hindu philosophy of 
religion he presents here so appeal-
ingly to the West is more closely re-










October 1951 57 
ages than to vulgar Hinduism of In-
dia today. 
Apart from the pantheism and 
mysticism underlying these poems-
elements which, in their original 
sense, the Christian reader cannot 
share-there is outstanding beauty 
and pleasure to be derived from these 
poems. The callous urbanite will find 
that he is either entirely out of tune 
with nature or he will be invited to 
deeper appreciation of the things 
about which the Indian poet sings. 
RELIGION AND 
PHILOSOPHY 
A TREASURY OF KAlll.IL 
GIBRAN 
Edited by Martin L. Wolf. Trans-
lated by Anthony Rizcallah Ferris. 
New York. The Citadel Press. 1951. 
418 pages. $3·95· 
N INE books of the famous Arab mystic, Kahlil Gibran, have been 
gathered into this treasury which in-
cludes also a brilliantly written ex-
planation and interpretation by Mar-
tin L. Wolf. The very difficult job 
of capturing the elusive Arabic lan-
guage and transla ting it into English 
was done by Anthony Rizcallah Ferris. 
Born in Lebanon, Kahlil Gibran 
was an accomplished painter as well 
as writer in prose and verse. While 
still in his twenties, Gibran brought 
about his exile and excommunication 
by denouncing the civil and religious 
evils of his country. After a brief stay 
in Paris, he moved on to New York 
and lived there until his death in 
1931. Shortly before his death, and 
without any effort on his part, Gi-
bran's exile and excommunication 
had been remanded. He was buried 
in the monastery of his church after 
a funeral which was attended by re-
ligious leaders from all over the 
world. 
Gibran spent his life opposing ig-
norance, inhumanity, and hypocrisy. 
He spoke out strongly and bitterly 
against injustice and tyranny of any 
kind. His words have a strong appeal 
in these confusing times and, although 
he is a twentieth century writer, he 
speaks with a tongue of agelessness. 
Critics find it hard to describe and 
estimate his work accurately. His pen 
can be (and often is) piercingly sharp, 
almost shockingly vituperative. And 
still this same pen can speak with 
a beautiful softness and understand-
ing. The only way to get the full 
impact of his writings is to read them. 
A few quotations from the present 
volume may serve to encourage fur-
ther reading. From "The Creation": 
"The God separated a spirit from 
Himself and fashioned it into beauty 
. .. He dressed her with raiment 
of hopes spun by the angels of heaven 
from the sinews of the rainbow." 
From "Madame Rose Hanie": 
"Everything on earth lives according 
to the law of nature and from that 
law emerges the glory and joy of 
liberty, but man is denied this for-
tune because he set for the God-given 
soul a limited and earthly law of his 
own. . . . Man built a narrow and 
painful prison in which he secluded 
his affections and desires. He dug a 
deep grave in which he buried his 
heart and its purpose." 
From "The Crucified": "For cen-
turies humanity has been worship-
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ping weakness in the person of the 
Saviour . . . . Jesus never lived a life 
of fear, nor did He die suffering or 
complaining .... He lived as a leader; 
He was crucified as a crusader; He 
died with a heroism that frightened 
His killers and tormentors." 
And, finally, from "The Beauty 
of Death": 
"The songs of the waves and the hymns 
of the streams 
Are scattered, and the voices of the 
throngs reduced to silence; 
And I can hear naught but the music 
of eternity 
In exact harmony with the spirit's de-
sires. 
I am cloaked in full whiteness; 
I am in comfort; I am in peace." 
ANNE SPRINGSTEEN 
THE KINGDOM OF JESUS 
By John Dashiell Stoops. New York. 
The Philosophical Library. 1951. 
171 pages. $3-75· 
T HE author has dedicated his book to Professor Crawford Toy, Phi-
losopher John Dewey, Philosopher 
George Santayana, and Walter Rau-
schenbusch, the father of the social 
gospel in the United States. It will 
come as no surprise, therefore, that 
to Stoops Christ "is the symbol of the 
integration of the individual into a 
world-community of righteousness" 
and that the resurrection occurs 
"when the spirit of Jesus is reborn in 
the lives of those who have com-
mitted their wills and consciences to 
the building on our earth of a world 
community of fraternity and love." 
In developing this thesis, the au-
thor takes the teachings of the Old 
Testament prophets as the key to 
the gospel of Jesus and sees in the 
writings of Paul and John Hellenis-
tic and mystery elements which have 
blended with the teachings of Jesus 
to form the complex of our New 
Testament gospel. 
The complaint that the followers 
of Jesus have corrupted His message 
is an old and familiar one. It has 
been answered so often that we see 
no r eason to go into it again here. 
Those who believe in a living Jesus 
actively governing His Church are 
not greatly dist~rbed by the surface 
similiarities between certain Chris-
tian dogmas and certain tenets of 
Greek philosophy. Like her Lord, the 
Church has moved into many systems 
and cultures and made all things new. 
To attempt to go back to a historical 
Jesus except through the writings of 
the apostles and the early fathers is 
as fruitless as attempting to look at 
the sun without looking through the 
atmosphere which diffuses its rays. 
And, of course, when one has de-
cided that this earth is the end and 
measure of all thin gs, it becomes 
necessary to chop away every part of 
the Christian Gospel which refutes 
that notion. In the process, so much 
is chopped away that one ends up, at 
last, with a new Jesus, manufactured 
to meet the demands of the moment. 
THE PHILOSOPHICAL 
PREDICAMENT 
By W. H. F. Barnes. Boston: The 
Beacon Press. London: A. & C. 
Black Limited. 1950. 184 pages. 
$2.75· 
PHILOSOPHY in our day has become a modest maiden for many of its 
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analysis of less and less. The author 
of this slight volume is convinced 
of this tendency and for him it is a 
predicament that must be faced. On 
this basis, questions of human des-
tiny, the nature of the universe and 
of God cannot be the concern of 
present day philosophy, particularly 
not of that kind commonly called 
Logical Positivism. 
Winston H. I<. Barnes, professor of 
philosophy in the University of Dur-
ham, England, carefully examines the 
various forms of this philosophic 
movement and seeks to come to grips 
with it. The author is perplexed in 
that modern man seeks generally a 
reorientation of life while the profes-
sional philosophy perhaps holds that 
philosophy has had its day and is 
after all only a muddle arising out of 
the complexities of language. 
If positivism will be helpful in the 
cultural work of our age, it will ful-
fill this task because of the great em-
phasis placed on diagnosis. It is an 
obvious fact that every age and every 
profession must be constantly re-
minded of the need of analysis and 
clarification. For if men seek to dis-
cover the truth, to correct the phi-
losophy of common sense, science or 
art, and to show their inadequacies, 
they will be glad and grateful for this 
diagnosis. 
On the other hand, the Christian 
believer who has found certainty in 
the profound experiences of sin and 
grace will go beyond the elemental 
tenets of Logical Positivism. He will 
not be unmindful of the predicament 
in which this philosophy has placed 
him and yet he knows that faith has 
its reasons of which Logical Positiv-
ism cannot know though it seems even 
to despise the mere mention of them. 
While the Christian believer is ever 
grateful for this insight which correct 
and critical ana lysis offers him, he 
recognizes that the error of logicaJ 
positivism, which denies reason in the 
name of logic, must be faced and 
overcome. BENJAMIN LOTZ 
COMMUNISM, DEMOCRACY, 
AND CATHOLIC POWER 
By Paul Blanshard. Boston. The 
Beacon Press. 1951. 340 pages with 
Appendix, Bibliography, Notes, and 
Index. $3.50. 
MR. BLANSHARD continues his at-tack on the Roman Catholic 
Church which he started in American 
Freedom and Catholic Power and 
which he now makes more deadly by 
drawing parallels between the struc-
ture of that church and the structure 
of communism in Russia. Every-
thing is so easy for Mr. Blanshard 
that it is difficult not to accept his 
theses. An acceptance, however, would 
amount to submission to a form of 
anti-Roman-Catholicism which would 
be as much a form of tyranny over 
the mind of man as submission to 
Roman Catholicism. 
Mr. Blanshard's two books have 
been issued by The Beacon Press of 
Boston as a part of "Beacon Studies 
in Freedom and Power." This series 
also includes The Attack Upon the 
American Secular School by V. T. 
Thayer (see July CRESSET). These 
three books all have the merit of 
being well-written and clear exposi-
tions of one particular point of view. 
It is unfortunate that all were written 
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as though they presented the only 
point of view. 
JAMES S. SAVAGE 
OTHER BOOKS 
THE USE OF THE FOREIGN 
FEATURE-LENGTH FILM IN A 
COLLEGE COMMUNITY 
By Gordon J. Hempel and Walter 
M. Langford. South Bend. The 
University of Notre Dame. 1951. 
24 pages. Fifty cents. 
T .HE authors summarize their ex-periments in the use of foreign 
feature-length films at Valparaiso Uni-
versity and at the University of Notre 
Dame. They feel that the foreign film 
requires special care to use fully its 
potentials but that with such care 
it can become a valuable adjunct both 
to the social program and the teach-
ing program of the university. 
Names of selected distributors, 
samples of program notes, examples 
of publicity, and a sample post-show-
ing questionnaire are included in the 
appendices. 
THE CATHOLIC SHRINES OF 
THE HOLY LAND 
By the Very Rev. Paschal Kinsel 
and the Rev. Leonard Henry. 
Photographs by Alfred Wagg. New 
York. Farrar, Straus and Young. 
1951. 200 pages. $s.oo. 
T HE authors are both members of the Franciscan order which has 
been charged with the custody of the 
shrines of the Holy Land since 1219. 
Father Kinsel lived in Palestine for 
seventeen years, Father Henry for 
two. The photographer, Alfred Wagg, 
has for the past two years been official 
photographer for the UN Concilia-
tion Commission in Palestine and the 
pictures which ·appear in this book 
were taken during those years. The 
book bears the imprimatur of the 
archbishop of Washington. 
Both in text and in picture, the 
book takes the reader through the 
holy places of the Holy Land with 
special emphasis, of course, upon the 
holy places of Christianity. The 
shrines are described more or less in 
the order of their New Testament 
chronology starting with Nazareth 
and including Ein Karim (the birth-
place of St. John the Baptist), Beth-
lehem, Galilee, Jerusalem and its 
environs, and Mt. Carmel. The first 
chapter, however, describes Jerash 
(ancient Antioch) with its ruins of 
pre-Christian times and early Chris-
tian days, and the second chapter dis-
cusses the three religions to which, 
in our day, the holy land is especially 
sacred. 
The photographs are very well 
chosen and technically perfect. The 
text, although written by Franciscans, 
is only in places specifically Roman 
Catholic in tone. It is otherwise rich 
in historical background and illumi-
nating in its descriptions. It assumes, 
of course, that the shrines actually 
stand upon the sites of the great 
events in the life of our Lord, an 
assumption which many Protestants 
consider open to doubt. 
As one reads this book, one begins 
to understand something of the psy-
chology that causes people to gather 
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There is something in man that drives 
him back to the roots of his faith, to 
the places which .have become more 
than mere geographical locations be-
cause somewhere in history events 
happened there which forever set 
them apart from other places. Wheth-
er the exact spot which is now en-
shrined is the exact spot where the 
event occurred is not too important. 
What is important is that it could, 
in all probability, have been and to 
the Christian wherever the Christ 
could have walked is holy ground. 
THE PROVINCES OF FRANCE 
Edited by Dore Ogrizek. New York. 
McGraw-Hill. 1951. 508 pages. 
$6.5o. 
T HIS most recent volume in the beautiful "World in Color Series" 
carries on the tradition of its predeces-
sors in composition, writing, and il-
lustrations. But this volume starts off 
with the advantage of dealing with 
as delightful a part of the earth as 
can well be imagined, the provinces 
of France. 
After a chapter on the historical 
background of the French state and 
a chapter on art in the provinces, 
the 25 authors take up each of the 
provinces in turn. Two concluding 
chapters discuss French holidays and 
list the museums and art galleries in 
the provinces. 
The art work is especially note-
worthy in this volume. The maps and 
end papers in all of the volumes are 
remarkable but the sketches and draw-
ings in this volume seem to this re-
viewer to outdo anything that has 
appeared in any of the preceding 
volumes. The illustrations by Samivel 
in the chapter on "Savoy and Dau 
phine" are especially delightful. 
This is now the ninth volume ol 
this series. Dore Ogrizek deserves the 
gratitude of bibliophiles for having 
assembled such beautiful books and 
of all of us armchair travellers for 
having taken us, in such a pleasant 
way, to so many delightful places. 
%e . 
READING ROOM By VICTOR F. 
HOFFMANN 
F OR many months "The Reading Room" has been conducted 
faithfully, competently, and bril-
liantly by Doctor Thomas Coates. 
To this column the good doctor 
brought a Christian intelligence 
considerably above the average. 
The general tone of his writing 
was indicated best by his own 
words in "The Reading Room" 
of October, 1950: "This much is 
clear: Christian theology alone 
offers an eternal solution for every 
contemporary need." To say any 
more would only be gilding the 
lily. 
In the place of Doctor Coates, 
the readers now have a columnist 
who needs badly the lessons that 
only the years can bring. He does 
not feel too brash and argumenta-
tive after reading Harper's Maga-
zine (August, 1951). On the very 
day that this first column was 
being written I happened to read 
"The Easy Chair" by Bernard De 
Voto. De Voto reported a con-
versation with a novelist friend, 
Sam, about the art of writing. 
The two discussed and "cussed" 
particularly the "Its" that come 
swimming from the deep blue sea 
to frustrate any person who has 
literary aspirations: " ... you get 
up and along about nine o'clock 
you start writing, and by the end 
of the day you've done a day's 
work, and tomorrow at nine o'clock 
you sit down at the desk again. 
Let the semipros vibrate like 
jangled violin strings; you and I 
know that a writer is a writer 
who does a day's work." 
Nor can the bottle make you 
forget the interruptions caused by 
a school that doesn't appreciate 
your daughter "sliding down the 
rainspout to meet some Exeter 
Casanova" or the son that plays 
the radio the whole livelong day 
or the neighbor's wife who insists 
on listening to drooling "John's 
Other Wife." Only the presidents 
of local poetry and historical so-
cieties write easily and with no 
trouble at all. But finally you 
write what you have to say "be-
cause you enlisted in this war and 
as a man of honor and a born 
enemy of Its" you'll fight it out 
to the last bitter manuscript. If 
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level of your writing, you can at 
least say you won the war. 
The Far East 
M UCH has been said and writ-ten about this subject in the 
last fifteen months. The average 
American has been confused by 
most of what has been said and 
written. The official channels have 
not always presented forthright 
answers. All of us are willing to 
listen to people in the know. The 
experts, however, do not agree. In 
fact, the experts very often have 
helped considerably in creating 
more heat and less light. The 
Great Debate has not always been 
objective discussion. In such cir-
cumstances, some Americans have 
attempted to seek consolation in 
touching the robes of the great 
demagogues. To begin with, it is 
true that the Americans have been 
better informed about Western 
Europe, the source of much of 
their culture, than about Asia. 
Shadowboxing the Asian Problem 
is nothing new with us. 
To help all of us become better 
informed and to create a public 
opinion for a clearer statement of 
Far Eastern policy, the American 
Academy of Political and Social 
Sciences devoted the July, 1951 
issue of its Annals to "Lessons 
from Asia." "Our Asian Policy," 
by Adolph A. Berle Jr., was par-
ticularly impressive. He pointed 
out the difficulty of clear thinking 
after "a number of rapid reversals 
both of opinion and policy have 
been found necessary within a 
relatively short space of time." 
He further pointed out that be-
fore 1946 Chiang Kai-shek was 
"the keystone of the arch of Amer-
ican-Asian policy." In 1946, Amer-
ica attempted to guide the Na-
tionalists into a coalition with the 
rising Communists. After 1946, 
Mao Tse-tung came to power. At 
present the Americans find it diffi-
cult to resolve the dilemma. With 
regard to Korea, he pointed out 
a similar change of heart. In 1949 
and as late as January, 1950, 
America wanted to pull out of 
Korea. In June, 1950, we were 
forced to change our minds. At 
Yalta, we agreed that Formosa 
should be given to the Republic 
of China. We are not so sure now 
about "immediate delivery to Chi-
na" and who is the present gov-
ernment of China. It is hard, it 
seems, to formulate long range 
policy on the basis of principles 
rather than expediency when cir-
cumstances change every time 
Mao Tse-tung, Stalin, or Truman 
sneezes. 
Berle goes along strongly "with 
the position taken when President 
Truman summarily decided that 
Korea must be defended." Ob-
viously-according to Berle-the 
advice to Truman and the Amer-
ican people has been contradic-
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tory. Walter Judd, Claire Chen-
nault, and Henry Luce are warn-
ing the Americans about the 
double-dealing Mao Tse-tung. In 
opposition, people like Owen Lat-
timore warn that Chiang Kai-shek 
is a dirty little crook. A long-range 
policy could be formulated with 
greater ease if the Americans did 
not have to tangle with the hypoth-
esis of what the Kremlin is plan-
ning or the apprehension caused 
by the revolts in the Middle East, 
Indo-China, Indonesia, Burma, 
and the Philippine Islands. 
Of all the confused people in 
the United States, Berle implied, 
McCormick and Hearst have been 
most adept at riding their horses 
off into all directions. They de-
mand that we stay out of Europe 
and yet demand with equal vigor 
and venom that we intervene im-
mediately in China. To the con-
sternation of the isolationists who 
backed MacArthur, he turned out 
to be a wolf in sheep's clothing. 
When his many words and much 
old-line eloquence were figured 
down to the least common de-
nominators, Mac . actually sup-
ported involvement in both Eu-
rope and Asia. To the consterna-
tion of those who wanted economy 
in government and less taxes, he 
seemed to say that we could keep 
two fronts going. These are the 
closing words of Berle: "It is open 
to us to make available, wherever 
possible, the full impact of com-
bined American kindliness and 
American skills as our affirmation 
of the uses and possibilities of 
modern civilized life. In seeking 
solution by these means, we may 
at length achieve the elemental 
necessity of freedom from fear." 
The Middle East 
lfN The Atlantic Monthly (Au-
Jl gust, 1951) the editors of "The 
Atlantic Report on the World 
Today" claim apparently that oil 
is only a superficial issue in the 
Middle East. More than anything 
else the Middle East (and the en-
tire Far East for that matter) 
wants security, particularly the 
security found in a militant na-
tionalism. Because of a hyperna-
tionalism that borders on an in-
feriority. complex, the people of 
Iran- who with the people of the 
East have been exploited, yea 
these many years-will not tolerate 
any move on the part of Mossadegh 
that looks like appeasement. Bri-
tain finds it hard to give up its 
Iranian assets. The Iranians are 
not competent to handle the Brit-
ish c;>il industry and they know it. 
They have literally hired an Amer-
ican expert to put out their oil 
fires. Another American expert, 
Harry S. Truman, would like to 
put out the Russian fire. Truman 
in the understatement of the year 
has expressed "the strongest anxie-
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might move in to create another 
satellite situation. The United 
States, even without the threat of 
Russia, cannot lose interest in the 
Middle East. It might be oil only 
on the surface but it is important 
oil nevertheless. The United States 
uses more oil than the rest of the 
world together and the Middle 
East holds half of the oil on the 
earth. 
Some Asian Truths 
T HESE TRUTHS have been par-aphrased at random from The 
Saturday Review of Literature 
which recently devoted an issue 
(August 4, 1951) to the problem 
of America and the Challenge of 
Asia . . .. The Asian crisis has not 
been created by Russian totalitari-
anism but has only been ex-
ploited by it .... Nationalism is 
emerging triumphantly in Asia at 
a time when it is bankrupt in 
other parts of the world. . . . If 
Asians are following a blind alley 
in flirtations with the totalitarian-
ism of Russia, they will find an 
alley just as blind in conservative 
nationalism .... Asia's hopes for 
growth and development depend 
ultimately "on the West, which 
did so much to bring Asia to its 
present pass." . . . America's future 
policy in Asia must be assessed 
against a disillusionment brought 
on by Western imperialism in 
Asia .... The Asians are human 
beings with minds, hearts, souls, 
and STOMACHS. . .. America 
recognized Communist Russia. It 
is willing to take Tito and Franco 
to its bosom. Why then must the 
United States complain when the 
British recognize the government 
of Mao Tse-tung? . . . Is Chris-
tianity synonymous with Western 
civilization? . . . "how long and 
how painful our mutual educa-
tion-through-catastrophe may be 
before we finally do stumble out 
onto common ground and get on 
with our common business of mak-
ing the world over." 
When a stupid man is doing something he is ashamed 
of, he always declares that it is his duty. 
GEORGE BERNARD SHAW 
Th£ 
Motion Picture 
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
A s LONG ago as 1920 Nicolai Lenin declared, "For us the 
film is the most important art 
form." Lenin's successors in the 
communist hierarchy did not ig-
nore or discard the dictum set 
down by their famous leader. The 
motion picture has been used, and 
continues to be used, as a powerful 
and highly effective medium for 
the dissemination of communist 
propaganda, not only within the 
boundaries of the U.S.S.R. but in 
other lands as well. 
Four years ago the Congressional 
Committee on Un-American Acti-
vities charged that the long arm 
of communism had reached into 
our own motion-picture industry. 
At once outraged cries of "perse-
cution," "smear," "political chi-
canery," and "witch hunt" sounded 
through the land. A shortlived 
probe was begun-a highly un-
popular probe which made little 
headway against the melodramatic 
tactics employed by some screen-
players, writers, directors, and pro-
ducers. A sympathetic-and gulli-
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hie-public readily accepted as 
genuine most protestations of in-
nocence and many high-sounding 
declarations of loyalty, devotion, 
and patriotism. Alas, we know 
now that Communists had infil-
trated into our motion-picture in-
dustry. Gerhardt Eisler's attempts 
to gain control of the Screen 
Writers Guild have been exposed, 
and many prominent figures of 
the screen have now admitted affil-
iation with the Communist Party. 
This group, incidentally, in-
cludes some of those who wore the 
largest and most highly polished 
halos in 1947 and who were loud-
est in their demands that the rights 
and privileges guaranteed them 
under our Constitution be recog-
nized and respected. 
One can readily understand why 
communist leaders are eager to 
gain converts in Hollywood. The 
fabulous salaries paid to promi-
nent directors and popular play-
ers are, of course, a tempting 
source of revenue with which to 
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But far more important is the 
opportunity to make use of the 
screen for the purpose of dis-
crediting American democracy and 
to sow the seeds of the communist 
ideology. 
Some time ago I a ttended a lec-
ture given by the ex-wife of Ger-
hardt Eisler. This Austrian-born 
woman, who became an American 
citizen in the late 192o's, was her-
self a Communist for many years 
and for ten years worked as a Red 
agent in Washington, D. C. In 
reply to questions this onetime 
ardent Communist said, "Of course 
Communists regard the motion 
picture as a tool to seduce the 
American people." She told, too, 
of other means employed to spread 
the communist doctrine. At the 
very top of the list she placed 
infiltration into our schools-ele-
mentary, secondary, and on the 
college and university levels. 
I believe it is safe to say that 
thoughtful Americans no longer 
discount the real and terrifying 
threat which hangs over us. I be-
lieve, too, that Americans every-
where are asking, "Why? Why do 
freeborn, intelligent, educated, and 
successful Americans succumb to 
the lure of communist propagan-
da?" 
The reasons and the excuses I 
have read and heard seem to me 
to be pitifully weak and wholly 
inadequate. W e do not know as 
yet how extensive communist in-
filtration has been in the motion-
picture industry and in other 
media of communication and en-
tertainment. At any rate, our 
guard is now up. More than ever 
before we must be alert, vigilant, 
and relentless in our insistence 
that the motion picture, the radio, 
and television be used as instru-
ments, not to destroy but to sup-
port and preserve the values and 
the ideals which every true Amer-
ican loves and cherishes. 
We know that postwar Europe 
is a place of fear, conflict, and con-
fusion. This is especially true in 
the cities, or zones, that are under 
four-power military control. Four 
in a Jeep (Lazar Wechsler, United 
Artists) is set in present-day Vienna. 
It tells the simple story of an Aus-
trian soldier's escape from a Soviet 
prisoner-of-war camp in Hungary 
and of his capture by a military 
patrol made up of an American, a 
Britisher, a Frenchman, and a 
Russian. In their reaction to the 
prisoner's plight the four soldiers 
are made to reflect the characteris-
tics customarily ascribed to the na-
tions they represent as well as the • 
fundamental decency and kindli-
ness of the individual when he is 
free to act as he desires. 
Mr. Lazar, a Swiss producer, 
understands the contemporary Eu-
ropean scene. In The Search he 
gave us an unforgettable picture 
of the tragic plight of the dis-
placed persons of Europe. The 
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Last Chance underscored the fact 
that civilization stands on the very 
brink of disaster. Four in a ] eejJ 
points up the tensions that grow 
out of the divided control of an 
occupied area and the haunting 
terror that torments the victors as 
well as the vanquished. Fine act-
ing by every member of a dis-
tinguished cast, Leopold Lindt-
berg's sensitive directing, and au-
thentic settings in one of the most 
famous cities of the Old World 
make this a picture well worth 
seeing. 
There was a great to-do in Film-
land when it became known that 
two screen versions of Lewis Car-
roll's beloved journey into fan-
tasy-both billed as Alice in Won-
derland-were to open almost si-
multaneously in New York City. 
Indeed Walt Disney immediately 
petitioned for a court injunction 
to delay the premiere of Lou Bu-
nin's production of the popular 
classic until his own presentation 
had been released. The petition 
was denied, and both films opened 
on schedule. The battle is now 
joined and will be fought out in 
the nation 's theaters all across the 
land. 
Alice in Wonderland (Walt Dis-
ney-RKO-Radio) - presented en-
tire] y in technicolor cartoons-
draws on episodes from Alice in 
Wonderland and from Through 
the Looking Glass. It must be said 
that Mr. Disney has not fully cap-
tured the sharp wit, the engaging 
humor, and the captivating spirit 
that have endeared Mr. Carroll's 
masterpiece to countless readers 
since it appeared in 1865. The 
musical score is far inferior to the 
enchanting tunes of Snow White 
and Cinderella. Just the same, 
children from three to eighty will 
be amused and entertained by the 
March Hare, the Cheshire Cat, the 
Mad Hatter, the White Rabbit, 
and other fascinating creatures as 
we see them in Mr. Disney's ver-
sion of A lice in Wonder land. 
Nicholas Cardinal Wiseman's re-
ligious novel, Fabiola) achieved 
great popularity for a time after 
it appeared in 1854· Then it sank 
into oblivion. Recently a new 
edition-rewritten by Eddie Do-
herty, well-known Roman Catho-
lic newspaperman-was published. 
Now Jules Levy's three-year-old 
Italian film production, based on 
Fabiola) has been released in the 
United States. All this, it seems 
to me, is much ado about nothing. 
In both versions Fabiola is a medi-
ocre novel. The film is worse than 
mediocre. Technically and artisti-
cally Fabiola (United Artists) must 
be classed among the poorest pic-
tures of the year. 
Ace in the Hole (Paramount, 
Billy Wilder) falls into another 
unfortunate classification. Unques-
tionably, it must be classed as the 
most brutal film of the year. In 
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Billy Wilder threw good taste and 
restraint to the winds. He him-
self employs to a nauseating de-
gree all the cheap tricks and all 
the ugly sensationalism that he 
apparently intends to satirize and 
to condemn. Instead of an effec-
tive satire Mr. Wilder h as given 
us a preposterous yarn and a 
viciously distorted representation 
of American journalism. 
The Frogmen (2oth Century-
Fox, Lloyd Bacon) is an exciting 
film. This fine tribute to the U . S. 
Navy vividly portrays the skill and 
the heroism of the underwater 
demolition squads whose task it 
was to clear the way for the am-
phibious invasion of enemy-held 
positions during World War II. 
Expert direction, superb photog-
raphy, and arresting action scenes 
combine to make this an absorb-
ing picture. 
College sororities and fraterni-
ties have long been under attack by 
those who believe that these or-
ganizations foster snobbishness and 
intolerance. Take Care of My 
Little Girl (2oth Century-Fox), 
adapted from Peggy Goodin's 1950 
novel, aims a rather feeble dart at 
the evils of the sorority system. 
Filmed in technicolor, Take Care 
of My Little Girl never leaves the 
realms of make-believe. This is a 
problem that demands a sober, 
realistic approach and careful 
handling. 
Here are a few other items: 
On Moonlight Bay (Warners), a 
tuneful musical film. 
Kind Lady (M-G-M), which 
wastes the artistry of Ethel Barry-
more and Maurice Evans in a 
washed-out version of Chodorov's 
well-known melodrama. 
Dear Brat (Paramount), a whol-
ly unappetizing warm-over of Dear 
Ruth. 
Two melodramas that tread fa-
miliar paths: Sirocco (Columbia) 
and He Ran. All the Way (United 
Artists). 
A dull western called A long the 
Great Divide (Warners) and an 
exciting one titled Only the Val-
iant (Warners). 
The difference between a moral man and a man of 
honor is that the latter regrets a discreditable act even 
when it has worked. 
H. L. MENCKEN 
Verse 
In Prospectu: 
After a while, after a while, 
What shall we say? 
When, remembering October afternoons and rain, 
The face of the little child, 
His curly hair and certain eye, 
Whose innocent faith destroys 
Our complacent maturity of days, 
What shall we say, 
After the unfolding years 
Have spilt their pattern 
Across the faces of another generation? 
For these are our years and this our time, 
Where we stand today, 
The threshold of adventure. 
And in the drama of falling rain, 
We humbly receive our lives. 
Love Poem 
(For Gertrude Maria) 
RAY ScoLARE 
Twelve times the seasons turned. 
The world has changed twelve times. 
And many hopes were burned. 
But our bell still chimes. 
The days oft made no sense. 
The reasons found no rhymes. 
The times have had no tense. 
But our bell still chimes. 
The world within are two. 
We have redeemed the time. 
Let our life ring true 
and our bell w'ill chime. 
'"'ALTER SORELL 
A Penny's Worth 
"For, behold, I create new heavens and a new earth: and the former 
shall not be Temembered, nor come into mind." -The Book of Isaiah 
It's just as well, perhaps, 
To remember nothing of it. 
And yet, this endless lapse 
Of memory must then commit 
To undisturbed oblivion 
Drops of sapid joy, caught from 
Abundant spillings which run 
Over the cups of God. Some 
I should like to think about: 
The peaceful spell of moonlight 
Upon unruffled lakes. Without 
His silver lamp and acolyte 
Stars, where shall we go 
In heaven's glittering halls 
To find so soft a glow, 
To know the magic that enthralls 
The soul on summer nights? 
Smaller things, too: 
The nameless, sudden appetites 
That stir when burning leaves brew 
Pungent clouds to spice sharp Autumn 
Air and fill the heart with strange 
Desires; the touch of one from 
Long ago-no marching years can change 
Or seal love's smokeless fire; 
The taste of simple food, 
Prepared by those we know. No choir 
Of holy voices can replace the mood 
Of memories like these, the fragrance 
Of a sensuous earth ... 
0 soul, believe this: your glance 
Of joy is but a penny's worth-
No more-of all He has for you, 
Beyond: clean and fresh, unspoiled, new! 
RoBERT CHARLES SAUER 
71 
W E ARE happy to introduce to our readers this month lhe Rev. Wil-
liam H. Baar, pastor of Emanuel Evan-
gelical Lutheran Church in New Haven , 
Connecticut. His article , "Reformation 
versus Renaissance?" opens up, we think, 
a whole subject area that would reward 
further study-the relation of Luther 's 
reformation to the arts. 
David Preisinger ("World or 
danger which confronts the Christian 
in our time to buy his failh and his 
theology ready-made from books or or-
ganizations rather than undergo the rad-
ical experience of a personal encounter 
with his Lord. We consider this article 
a significant restatement of one of the 
most basic truths of the Chrisian faith 
and we are happy that it was written 
by a young man whose years of active 





tion for the Lutheran 
ministry at Concor-
dia Seminary in Sl. 
Louis. At first glance, 
we thought that his 
article dealt with 
some specific congre-
gation (we had one 
in mind) but after 
we had passed it 
around among our 
editorial board we 
discovered lhat each 
of the editors also 
thought that it was 
the story of some one 
congregation-but 
each one of them 
had a different con-
gregation in mind. It 
is, therefore, a vig-
nette of a certain 
type of congregation 
rather than of any 
Editor's 
We have the spe-
cial pleasure, this 
month, of introduc-
ing the new tenant 
of "The Reading 
Room." Professor 
Hoffmann is a many-
sided person. Aca-
demically, he is the 
product of Concordia 
Seminary in St. Louis 
and of the University 
of Chicago. Profes-
sionally, he has been 
a clergyman, a pro-
fessor of history and 
political science, and 
a writer. Ath letica lly, 
he was once forced 





specific congregation. If the shoe should 
happen to fit too tightly, penitence 
rather than complaint would seem to 
be in order. 
Bernhard Kurzweg is also a seminar-
ian. Like many of his fellows, he is con-
cerned about the increasing pressures 
within our society to conform. His ar-
ticle, "Because We Have Heard Him 
Ourselves," addresses itself to the special 
life of scholarship and a baseball career. 
He was chosen for his present assign-
ment because he is the most voracious 
reader we know and because he has 
an almost surgical skill of dissection. 
On the side, he is continuing his in-
tensive research into tramps (that's 
right, tramps) and hopes to work his 
material on them up into a doctoral 
dissertation at Chicago. 
